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CHILDREN COMING TO CHRIST. 



As infants once to Christ were brought^ 
That he might bless them there ; 

So now, we little children ought 
To seek the same by pray'r. 

For when their feeble hands were spread^ 

And bent each infant knee, 
<* Forbid them not," the Saviour saiS, 

And so he says for me. 

Though now he is not here below, 

But on his heavenly hill ; 
To him may little children go. 

And seek a blessing stilU 

B 
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Well pleas'd that little flock to see^ 
The Saviour kindly smird ; 

•Oh ! then he will not frown on me> 
Because I am a child. 



AN infant's prayer. 



Lord I teach a little child to pray^ 
Thy irrace betimes impart, 

And grant thy hclf Spirit may 
Renew my infant heart. 

For Christ can all my sins forgive> 
And wash away their stain ; 

And fit my soul with him to live. 
And in his kingdom reign. 

To him let little children come, 
For he hatii said they may 5 

Hil bosom then shall be their home. 
Their tears he'U wipe away. 

For all who early seek his face 
Shall surely taste bis loVe, 

Jesus shall guide them by his grace 
To uweU with him above. 
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HELPLESSNESS OF INFANCY. 

Safe sleeping on its mother's breast 
The smiling babe appears ; 

Now sweetly sinking into rest. 
Now wash'd in sudden tears : 

Hush, hush, my little baby dear. 

There's nobody to hurt you here. 

Without the mother's tender care 

The little thing must die ; 
Its infant hands too feeble are 

One service to apply,— 
And not a little does it know 
What kind of world 'tis come into. 

The lamb sports gaily on the grass. 
When scarcely born a day ; 

The foal, beside its mother ass. 
Trots frolicking away : 

And not a creature, tame or wild. 

Is hdif so helpless as a child. 

Full manf a Summer*s sun must glow. 

And lighten up the skies. 
Before its little limbs can grow 

To any thing of size : 
And all the while the mother's eye 
Must every little want supply. 
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'Hien surely wben each little limb 

Shall grow to healthy slze^ 
Aod youth and manhood strenghten him 

For toil and enterprize — 
His mother's kindness is a debt. 
He never, never shoold forget. 



TfiE pHILD S PRATER. 

Be with me, Lord ! where'er I go ; 
Teach me what thou wouldst have me do ; 
Suggest whatever 1 think or say. 
Direct me in thy narrow way. 

Prevent me lest I hart>onr pride, 
Lest I in my own strength confide ^ 
Shew me my weakness ; let me see 
I have all power, my God, ftom thee. 

Enrich me always with thy love; 
My kind protector ever prove 5 — 
Lord, put thy seal upon my breast. 
And let thy spirit on me rest. 

Assist and teach me how to pray. 
Incline my nature to obey ; 
What thou abhorr*st that bid me flee, 
And only love what pleaseth thee. 
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£ARLT PIETY^ 

Some little children yoang in years 
Their bless'd Redeemer know> 

And when they're naughty, precious tears 
For having grieved him flow. 

Then tenderness and heavenly love 
With peace rest in their mind^ 

And all their little ways do prove 
That God's love makes them kind^ 

And often when they dt alone 
His spirit makes them pray ; 
The shepherd's voice to them is known^ 

They hear it and obey. 

I 

And in the darkness of the nighty 

Whilst on their beds they lie. 
They feel that darkness and the light 

Are open to his eye. 

And sometimes tears of heavenly Joy 

Upon their face are seen : 
Sweet, silent tears ! without alloy,. 

That flow where God has been*# 

And not unheeded do they flow. 
The cliildren's contrite sigh 
B 3 
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And bumble tears, the Lord doth know,- 

He bears their plalntiTe cry, 
Fatber of all I he soothes fbeir woe. 

And is for ever nigh. 



EARLY TEUST IN GOD. 

Now that my journey's just begun. 

My course so little trod, 
I'll slay before I further run. 

And give myself to God. 

And lest I should be ever led 
Through sinful paths to stray, 

I would at once begin to tread 
In wisdom's pleasant way^ 

What sorrows may my steps attend 

I canuot now foretell ; 
But if the Lord should be my friend, 

I know that all is well. 

If all my earthly friends should die 
And leave me mourning here. 

Since God regards the orphan's cry. 
Oh what have^ I to fear ? 

If I am rich, he'll guard my heart. 
Temptation to withstand. 

And m^e me willing to impart 
The bounties of his hand. 
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If I am poor he can supply 
Who has my table spread — 

Who feeds the ravens when they cry, 
And fills his poor with bread. 



THANKSGIVING FaR REST. 

Mv Father, I thank thee for sleep, 

Tor quiet and peaceable rest ; 
I thank thee for stooping^ to keep 

An Infant from beings distrest : 

how can a poor little creature^repay. 
Thy fatherly kindness by night and by day. 

My voice would be lisping thy praise, 
My heart would repay thee with love j 

teach me to walk in thy ways, 
And fit me to see thee above : — 

For Jesus said, let little children come nigh, — 
He will not despise such an infant as I. 

As long as thou seest it right 
That here upon earth I should stay, 

1 pray thee to guard me by night. 
And help me to serve thee byjday j ' 

That when all the days of my life shall have past, 

1 may worship thee better in heaven at last. 

B 4 
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EVENrNG thanksgiving; 

LoBD^ I have passM ODOther dtty, 
And come to thank thee for thy care ; 

Forgive my faults in work and play^ 
And listen to my evening pray'r. 

Thy favour gives my daily bread, 
' And friends, who all my wants supply 5 
And safely now I rest my head, 
Preserv'd and guarded by thine eye. 

Look down in pity, and forgive 

Whatever I've said or done amiss. 
And help me every day I live, 
. To serve thee better than in this. 

Now, while I speak, be pleased to take 
A helpless child beneath thy care j 

And condescend, for Jesus* sake. 
To listen to my evening prayer. 



A CHILD S GBAVB. 

What Is this little grassy monnd, 
Where pretty daisies bloom ? 

What is there lying under ground ? 
It is an infant's tomb. 
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Alto t poor baby^ did it die ? 
How dismal that must be ! 
To bid this pretty world good-bye» 
. Seems very sad to me. 

Silence^ my child ; for could we hear 

This happy baby's voice, 
We should not drop another tear. 

But triumph and rc;joice. 

" O do not ever weep for me," 
The happy soul would say ; 

** Nor grieve, dear child, that I am free 
From that poor sleeping clay. 

** Mourn not because my feeble breath 
Was stopp'd as soon as giv'n : 

There's nothing terrible in deaths 
To those who come to Heaven. 

** Xq sin, no sorrow, no complaints^ 
My pleasures here destroy : 

1 live with Ood and all his saints. 
And endless is our Joy. 

** While with the spirits of the just. 

My Saviour I adore, 
I smile upon my sleeping dust 

That now can weep no more." 
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THE iORD'S PRATER. 

Father of all, we bow tothee. 
Who dwell'st in heaven ador'd. 

But present still through all thy works^ 
The universal Lord. 

For ever hallow'd be thy name 

By all beneath the skies ; 
And may thy kingdom still advance^ 

Till grace to glory rise. 

A grateful homage may we yield. 
With hearts resigned to thee ; 

And as in heaven thy will js done. 
On earth so let it be. 

From day to day we humbly own 
The hand that feeds us still : 

Give us our bread, and make us rest 
Contented in thy will. 

Our sins before thee we confess ; 

Oh may they be forgiv'o ; 
As we to others mercy show. 

We mercy beg from heav'n. 

Still let thy grace our life direct, 

From evil guard our way. 
And in temptation's fatal path 

Permit us not to stray. 
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For tbino's the pow'r, the kiugdom thine^ 

AH glory's due to thee ; 
Thine from eternity they were, 

And thine $hall ever be. 



OUR FATHER WHO ART IN HEAVEN. 
Great God, and wilt thou condescend 
To be my father and my friend? — 
I, a poor chiid^ and thou so high. 
The Lord of eaYth, and air, and vky ! 

Art thou my Father ? — canst thou bear 
To hear ny poor imperfect pray'r $ 
Or stoop to listen to jtbe praise 
That such a little one can raise ? 

Art thoH my Father? — let me be 

A meek obedient child to thee; 

And try, in word, and deed, and thought. 

To serve and prlEdse thee as I ought. 

Art thou my Father ? — I'll depend 
Upon the care of such a friend j 
And only wish to do, and be. 
Whatever seemeth good to Thee. 

Art thou my Father ?— then, at last. 
When all my days on earth are past, 
Send down ; and take me in thy love, 
To be thy better .child above. 
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^^ REMEMBER THY CREATOR/' 

In the soft season of thy yontb^ 

In nature's smiling bloom, 
^te age arrive, and trembling waif 

Its summons to the tomb-^ 

Remember thy Creator, God ; 

For him thy pow'rs employ ; 
Make him thy fear, thy love, thy hope. 

Thy confidence, thy Joy. 

He shall defend and guide thy course 
Through life's uncertain sea. 

Till thou art landed on the shore 
Of Mess'd eternity. 

Then seek the Lord betimes, and choose 

The path of heav'nly truth j 
The earth affords no lovelier sight 

Than a religious youth . 



HEAVENLY WISDOM. 

HofT happy is the child that hears 
Instruction's warning voice ; 

And who celestial Wisdom makes 
His early, only choice ! 
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For she has treasures grreater far 
Than east or west unfold : 

And her rerward is more secure 
Than is the gain of gold. 

She guides the young with innocence 
In pleasant paths to tread ; 

A crown of glory she bestows 
Upon the hoary head. 

According as her labours rise^ 
So her rewards increase ; 

Her ways are ways of pleasantness. 
And all her paths are peace. 



THE BEGINNING OF EVIL. 

By envious Cain we're taught 

How murder may begin. 
And how one angry, jealous thought. 

May lead to greater sfn. 

Our evil actions spring 
From small and hidden seeds : 

At first, we think some wicked thing. 
Then practise wicked deeds. 

Cain once, perhaps, might start 
At what he soon might be $ 

But they who trust an evil heart. 
May prove as vile as he. 
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With many a fair pretence 

It tempts OS farther on ; 
And hides the dreadfoi ix>n8equence 

Till life andbop^ are gone. 

Oh ! for a holy fear 

Ofev'ry evil way. 
That we may never venture near 

The path that leads astray. 

. Wherever It begins. 

It ends in death and wo ; 
And he who suffers little sins, 
A sinner's doom shall know. 



THE PRECIOUS GIFT OP HEALTH. 

How gracloas is my God ! 

If he denies me wealth. 
He gives me still a greater gift — 

The precious gift of health. 

My health I would devote 
To spread his praise cOvroad, 

And would my infant pow'rs employ 
To serve and please my God. 

How^many children are 

On beds of grief and pain I 
Ttiey hope and wait for health and ease. 

But hope and wait in vain. 
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Oh I may I xie'er forget 
My God so good and kind ; 

But serve liim with my ev'ry pow'r 
Of body and of mind. 

THE child's complaint. 

Why should I love my sport so well. 

So constant at my play. 
And lose the thoughts of heav'n and hell. 

And the? forget to pray? 
What do I read my Bible for. 

But, liord, to learn thy will? 
And shall I daily know thee more, 

And less obey thee still ? 
How senseless is my heart, and wild ! 

How vain are all my thoughts ! 
Pity the weakness pf^. child. 

And pardon all my faults. 

Make me thy heav'oly voice to hear. 

And let me love to pray 5 . 
Since God Will lend a gracious ^ar 

To what a child can say. 

BLESSINGS OP PIETY. 

How blest is he who ne'er consent* 

By ill advice to walk. 
Nor stands in sinners' ways, nor sits 

Where men profanely talk ; 
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But makes the perfect law of Ood 

His practice and delig^ht ; 
Jbevoutly reads therein by day. 

And meditates by night. 

hike some fair tree, which fed by streams. 

With timely fruit doth bend. 
He still shall flourish, and success 

His just desi|:ns attend. 

Ungodly men and their attempts 

No lasting rest shall find ; 
Untimely blasted, and disperk^d 

Like chaff before the wind. 

For God approves the just man's ways^ 

To happiness they tend ; 
But all the paths which sinners tread. 

In shame and ruin end. 



FILIAL GRATITUDE. 

Receivs my body, humble bed, 
Soft pillow, O receive my head I 

I thank my parents kind. 
Who comforts such as these provide : 
Their precepts still shall be my guide^ 

Their love I'U keep in mind. 
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My hours mispent this day I rue, 
IVly good things done^iiow very few ! 

Forgive my faults^ O Lord ? 
Thlffnight, if in thy grace I rest. 
To-morrow I shall rise refresh'd, 

To keep thy hol;^ w(mnU 



l!>UTIFUIi JEM. 

There was a poor widow, she liv'd in a cot. 
And scarcely a blanket to warm her she'd got^ 
Her windows were broken her walls were all bare 
And the cold winter wind often whistled in there. 

. Poor Susan was old, and too feeble to s^^ 
Her forehead was wrinkled, her hands they were thin> 
And she mtist have starved, as so many have done, 
If she had not been bless'd with a good little son. 

But he lov'd her well— like a dutiful lad. 
He thought her the very best friend that he had, 
And now to neglect or forsake her he knew 
Was the most wicked thing he could possibly do. 

For he was quite healthy, and active, and stout. 
While his poor mother hardly could hobble about. 
And be thought it his duty and greatest delight. 
To work forher living, from morning to night. 

So he went ev'ry morning, as gay as a lark. 

And work'd all day long in the fields till 'twas dark j 
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Then came home again to his dear mother's cot. 
And Joyfully gave her the wages he'd got. 

And, Oh, how she lov'dhim ! how great wts herjoy. 
To think her dear Jem was a dutiful boy ! 
Her arms round his neck she would tenderly cast. 
And kiss his red cheek, while the tears trickled fast„ 

O then, was not little Jem happier far. 
Than naughty, and idle, and wicked boys are ? 
For, long as he liv'd, 'twas his comfort and joy, 
To think he'd ntHbeen an undutiful boy. 



LOVE AND DUTY TO PARENTS, 

My Father, my Mother, I know, 
I cannot your kindness repay. 

But I hope, that as older I grow, 
I shall learn your commands to obey. 

Youlov'd me before I could tell 
Who it was that so tenderly smiled j 

But now that I know it so well, 
I should be a dutiful child. 

I am sorry that ever I should ^ 
Be naughty and give yon a paip, 

I hope I shall learn to be good. 
And so never grieve joa again. 
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« 
But lest, after aU, I should dare 

To act an andutlf ul part ; 
May I often wish in my prayV 

For an humble and teachable heart* 



A child's lamentation fob the death 

OF A DEAR MOTHER. 

A PoojA afflicted child I kneel 
Before my heav'nly Father's seat^ 

T» trfl him «n the grief I feel, 
And spread my sorrows at his feet. 

Yet I most weep : 1 cannot stay '. 

These tears, that trickle wjiile I bend. 
Since thou art pleas'd to take away 

So dear^ so very dear a friend. 

And now I recollect with pain . 

The many time^ I gfriev'd her sore j ^ 
Oh^ if she would but come again, 

I think I'd vex her so no more. 

How I would watch her gentle eye ! 

'Twould be my play to do her will I 
And she should never have to stgh 

Agpain^ for my lyehovlog ill ! 
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But since she's gone so fur away 
And cannot profit by my pains. 

Let me this Child- like duty pay 
To that dearparent who remains. 

Let me console his broken hearty 
And be his Comfort^ by my care ; 

That when at last we come to part^ 
1 may not have such grief to bear* 



GBArriTUDE TO TCiACHSaS. 

Oh smile on those whose time and care 
Are spent on our instruction here^ 
And let our conduct ever prove 
We're gratefiil for their geoeroos love. 

Through life may we perform thy wUl, 
Our humble stations wisely fill 5 
Then join the friends we here have known. 
In pobler songs around thy throne. 



« THOU SHALT NOT STEAL.*' 

Thou sbalt not steal thy neighbour's rlghl^ 
Nor covet what is not thine own $ 
The pUfenng thief, that shuns the Ugijt, 
Brings on his head the vengeance down. 
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When cfaUdren in their eaiiy days 
Begin to cbeat^ defraud^ and steal. 
By swift degrees they find the ways 
Which lead to infamy and heU. 



CREATION AND PROVIDENCE. 

I snro th' almighty power of God> 
That made the mountains ri8e> 

That spread the flowing seas abroad. 
And built the l<^y skies. 

I eing the wisdom that ordained 

The sun to rule the day ; 
The moon diines full at his command. 

And all the stars obey. 

I sing the goodness of the Lord, 
That fill'd the earth with food ; 

He form'd the creatures with his word. 
And then pronounc'd them good. 

Loid, how thy wonders are displayed 
Where'er I turn my eye, — 

If I surrey the ground I tread. 
Or gaze upon the sky. 

There's not a plant or flow'r below 
But makes thy glories known ,* 

And clouds arise, and tempests blow. 
By order from thy throne. 
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Creatures (as numerous as they be) 

Are subject to thy care j 
There's not a place where we can flee. 

But God is present there. 

In heav'n he shines with beams of love. 
With wrath in hell beneath : 

Tis on his earth I stand or move. 
And 'tis his air I breathe. 

His hand is my perpetual guard, 

He keeps me with his eye ; 
Why should I then forget the Lonl, 

Who is for ever nigh ? 



GOD OUR FATHER AND OUR FRIEND. 

Come let us join our Ood to praise, 
Whqse mercy knows no end j 

To him our cheerful voices raise. 
Our Father, and our Friend. 

In tender infancy his care. 
Preserved our lives from harm ; 

And now he keeps us from the snare 
Of sin's deceitful charm. 

He gently draws our mind to heaven. 
By kind instructions given— 

And, by his reverential fear, 
We seek the way to heaven. 
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He gives us frieiKJUi who seek oar good. 
And strive to make us wise j 

His bounteous hand provides our food. 
And all our wants supplies. 



DUTY TO OUR NEIGHBOURS. 

To do to others as I would 

I'hat they should do to me, 
Will make me honest, kind, and good, 

As children ought to be. 

We never need behave amiss. 

Nor feel uncertain long ; 
As we can always tell by this. 

If thing* are right or wrong. 

I know I should not steal, or use. 

The smallest thing I see. 
Which I should never like to lose, 

Ifitbelong'dtome. 

And this plain rule forbids me quite 

To strike an angry blow 5 
Because I should not think it right. 

If others serv'd me so. 

But any kindness they may need, 

I'll do, whate'er it be- 
As I am very glad indeed 

When they are kind to me. 
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Whether I am at homei at School^ 

Or waUdngr out abroad^ 
I never should forget this rale 

Of Jesiis Christ the Lord. 



DUTY TO GOD AND OUR NEIGHBOUR. 

Love God with fdl your soul and strength^ . 

With all your heart and mind ; 
And love your neighbour as yourself ; 

Be faithful^ Just^ and kind. 

Deal with an other as you'd have 

Another deal with you : 
What you're unwilling to receive. 

Be sure you never do. 



OUR SAVIOUR .S GOLDEN RULE. 

Be you to others kind and true, 
As you'd have others be to you. 
And neither do nor say to men, 
Whate'er yon would not take again. 
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GOD ETI^IIY W^ERB PEBSBNT. 

Among the deepest shades of night. 
Can there be one who sees my way ? 

Yes,— God is like a shining light 
That turns the darkness into day. 

When every eye around me sleeps^ 
May I not sin without controul ? 

No !— for a constant watch He keeps. 
On every thought of every soul; 

If I could find some cave unknown. 
Where human feet had never trod j 

Yet there I could not be alone, 
On every side there would be God. 

He smiles in heaven. He frowns to hell j 
He fills the air, the earth, the sea j 

I must within his presence dwell ; 
I cannot from his anger flee ! 

Yet I may flee, — He shows me whef«| 
To Jesus Christ he bids me fly j 

And while I seek for pardon there. 
There's only mercy in his eye. 
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GOD SEES AND KNOWS EVERY THING 

I'm not too youBg for God to see ; 

He knows my name and nature too ; 
And all day long he looks at me^ 

And sees my actions through and through. 
He listens to the words I say. 

And knows the thoughts I have within : 
And whether I'm at work or play. 

He's sure to see it if I sin. 

O ! how could children tell a lie, 
Or cheat in play, or steal, or fight. 

If they remember'd God was by. 
And had them always in his sight ? 

When those we love are standing near. 

It makes us careful what we do ; 
And how much more we ought to fear 

The Lord who sees us through and through. 
Then when I want to do amiss. 

However pleasant it may be, 
I'll always try to think of this — 

I'm not too young for God to see. 



AGAINST QUARRELLING AND FIGHTING. 

Let dogs delight to bark and bite, 
For God hath made them so ; 

Let bears and lions growl and fight. 
For 'tis their nature too. 
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But children^ you should never let 
Such angry passions rise, — 

Your little hands were never made 
To tear each other's eyes. 

Let love through all your actions run. 
And all your words be mild ; 

Live like the blessed Virgin's Son, 
That sweet and lovely child. 

His sodl was gentle as a lamb. 

And as his stature grew. 
He grew in favour both with man, 

And God, his Father, too. 

Now Lord of all, he reigns above. 
And from his heavenly throne. 

He sees what children dwell in love. 
And marks them for his own. 



LOVE BETWEEN BROTHERS AND SISTERS, 

Whatever brawls disturb the street. 
There should be peac^ a^ home ; 

Where sisters dwell, and brothers meet. 
Quarrels shonld never come. 

Birds in their little nests agree, — 

And 'tis a shameful sight. 
When children of one.family 

Pall out, and chide, and fight. 
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The wise will let their an^er cool. 
At least before 'tis Dight } ^ 

But in the bosom of a fool 
It bums till momiDg light. 

Pardon, O Lord, our childish rage. 
Our little brawls remove 5 

That as we grow to riper age. 
Our hearts may all be love. 



IiOVB TO OUR ENEMIES. 

When Christ among the sons of men 

In humble form was found. 
With cruel slanders, false and vain. 

They compass'd him around. 

Wl(h tenderness he bore their griefs, 
Their peace he still pursued 5 

They render'd hatred for his love. 
And evil for his good. 

Their malice raged without a cause. 

Yet with his dying breath. 
He pray 'd for murd'rers on the croiss. 

And bJess'd his foes in death. 
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From tl^e rijch fountaiiM of his love 
'^ What streams of mercy flow I 
" Father, forgive them, Jesus cries, 
'< They know not what they dp," , 

Let not this bright example shine 

In vain before our eyes : 
Give us, great God ! a soul like his. 

To love our enemies. 



CONTENTMENT. 

Shepherd, seek not wealth or power; 
Let the gr^en and leafy bower. 
And the hills, and vales, and trees. 
And the lonely cottage please : 

Can the gaudy, gilded room 
Equal fields in summer bloom ? 
Quit not, then, thy farm or fold, 
Nor exchange thy peace for gold ! 

Thou art happier in thy sphere. 
Than the children of the peer 5 
For neither riches, rank, nor pow'r. 
Can give one single happy hour. 

In the city's tempting glare; 
Dwell disease, and strife and care : 
Quit not then thy farm or fold. 
Nor exchange thy peace for gold ! 
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THE ANT OR EMMET. 

These Emmets^ how little they are in our eyes t 
We tread them to dust^ and a troop of them dies^ 

Without our regard or concern 5 
Yet as wise as we are, if we went to their School, 
There's many a sluggard, and many a fool, 

Some lessons of wisdom might learn. 

They wear not their time out in sleeping or play. 
But gather up corn in a sun-shiny day. 

And for winter they lay up their stores j 
They manage their work in such regular forms. 
One would think thdy foresaw all the frosts and the 
storms. 

And so brought their food within doors. 

But I have less sense than a poor creeping ant. 
If I take not due care for the things I shall want. 

Nor provide against dangers in time ; 
When death or old age shall once stare in my face. 
What a wretch shall I be in the end of my days. 

If I trifle away all their prime! 
Now, now, while my strength and my youth are in 

bloom. 
Let me think what shaU serve me when sickness shall 
come, 

And pray that my sins be forgiven : 
Let me read in good books, and believe and,^biey. 
That when death turns me out of this cottage o! clay, 

I may dwell in a palace in heaven. 
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PLEASURES OF INDUSTRY AND CONTENTMENT - 

Some think it a hardship to work for their bread. 
Although for our good it was meant; 

But those that don't work, have no right to be fed j 
And the idle are never content. 

An honest employment brings pleasure and gain. 

And makes us our troubles forget ; 
For those that work hard have no time to complain. 

And 'tis better to labour than fret. 

K'en if we had riches, they could not procure 

A happy and peaceable mind ; 
Rich people have trouble, a« well as the poor. 

Although of a different kind. 

It signifies not what our stations have been. 

Nor whether we're little or great ; 
For happiness lies in the temper within. 

And not in the outward estate. 

We only need labour as hard as we can. 

For all that our bodies may need j 
Still doing our duty to God and to man. 

And we shall be happy indeed. 
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AGAINST IDLENESS AND MISCHIEF. 

How doth the little busy bee 
Improve each shining hour, 

And gather honey all the day. 
From ev'ry opening flow'r. 

How skilfully she builds her cell^ 
How neat she spreads thewax> — 

And labours hard to store it wiell 
With the sweet food she makes. 

In worjks of labour or of skill, 

I would be busy too ; 
For Satan finds some mischief still 
^.For idle hands to do. 

In books, or work, or healthful play. 
Let my first years be past j 

That I may gire for ev'ry day. 
Some good account at last. 



THE SAFETY OF A VIRT.UOUS COURSE. 

There was an orchard large and rounds 
And plums and pears were there ; 

.But round it grew a hedge of thorns. 
Which sharp and prickly were. 
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Two litfle naughty boys one night 

Resolved to steal the fruit. 
And tried to cross the hedge of thorns, 
. tn their most vile pursuit. 

But on the other side a pit 
Of mire and mud they found. 

And, trying to pass over it. 
These naughty boys were drowned. 

Attend, my little dilld, so dear, 
To whBi I now shall say — 

And thou wilt ever happy be^ 
If thou my wo|irds obey : 

For if thou l£e«^ in vhrtue's way. 

Thy life wil^ happy he; 
But if thou stray from its good path. 

Destruction waits on thee. 



THE SLUGGARD. 

'Tis the voice of the sluggard, I heard him complain, 
'' You have wak'd me too soon, I must slumber agalm" 
As the door on its hinges, so he on his bed. 
Turns his sides, and his shoulders, and his heavy head. 

" A little more sleep, and a little more slumber j*'. 
Thus he wastes half his days, and his hours without 
number : 
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And vfhexi he gets iip> he sits folding bis hands. 
Or walks about sauntering, or trifling he stands. 

I pass'd by his garden, and saw the wild brier. 
The thorn and the thistle grow broader and higher : 
The clothes that hang on him are turning to rags, 
And his money still wastes, till he starves or he begs. 

I made him a visit, still hoping to find 

He had taken more care of improving his mind ; 

He told me his dreams, talk'd of eating and drinking : 

But he scarce reads his Bible, and never loves thinking. 

Said I then to my h^art, here's a lesson for me. 
This man's but a picture of what I might be ; 
Then thanks to my parents, who taught me to know 
That idleness still is the mother of woe. 



VALUE OF TIME. 

Oh ! while this clock attracts thy sight. 

Thy reason let it warn j 
And seize, my dear, that rapid tim^ 

That never must return. 

If idly lost, no art or care 

The blessing can restore j 
And Hcav'n will call us to account 

For ev'ry ill-spent hour, 
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Short is our longest day of life. 

And soon its wishes end j 
Yet on that day's uncertain length 

Eternal years depend. 

Yet equal to our gaining good 

The time to virtue's given. 
And ev'ry minute well improved, 

Secures a place in Heaven. 

LINES BY DR. DODDRIDGE. 

Live while you live, the Epicure will say. 
And take the pleasure of the present day : 
Live while you live, the sacred preacher cries. 
And give to God each moment as it flies, — 
Lord, in my view, let both united be ! 
I live in pleasure when I live to Thee. 

SOLEMN THOUGHTS ON THE CREATOR AND 
DEATH. 

There is a God that reigns above 

Lord of the Heav'ns, and Earth, and Seas,-« 
I fear his wrath, I ask his love, ^ 

And with my lips, I'll sing his praise. 

There is a law which he has writ. 
To teach us all what we must do : — 

My soul to his commands submit. 
For they a?e holy, just, and true. 
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There is a gospel of rich grace. 

Whence sinners all their comforts draw^ 
Lord, I repent, and se^k thy face, 

J'or often do I brea^ thy law. 

There is an hoiir when I must die. 
Nor do I jknow hotv soon 'twill come; 

A thousand children, young as I, 
Arp call'd by 4|5ath to hear ^leir doom. 

Let me improve the hours I have, 
Before the day of grace is flpd j 

There's no repentance in the grave. 
Nor pardon oflfer'd to the dead. 

Just as a tree cut down, that fell 
To north or southward, there it lies i 

So man departs to Heav'n or hell, 
Fii^'d in the statejBrherein he dies, 



IMPROVEMENT OF TIME, 

Sleep by night, and cares by day, 
Bear iny fleeting life away : 
Lo ! in^Bnder eastern skies 
The sun appears, and bids me rise — 
Tells me, Life is on the wing. 
And has no returning spring: > 
Death comes on with ste^y pace. 
And life's the only day of grace. 
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Shining Pfeacher ! happy morning^ 
Let me take th' important warning} 
Rouse then all my active pow'rs. 
Well improve the coming hours : 
Let no trifles kill the day, 
(Trifles oft our hearts betray,) — 
Wisdom, virtue, knowledge, truth. 
Guide th' enquiries of my youth. 
Wisdom, and experience sage. 
Then shall soothe the cares of age j 
These with time shall never die ; 
These will lead to joys on high ; 
These the path of life display. 
Shining with celestial day ; 
Blissful path, with safety trod. 
The end of which is Heav'n and God. 



A father's advice to his DAlTGHTER. 

Wherein all young persons, especially those of the 
Female Sex, are directed how they may obtain the 
greatest beauty, and adorn themselves with an 
holy conversation, 

Dbar child, these words which briefly I declare 
Let them not hang like jewels in thine ttix ; 
But in the secret closet of thine heart, 
Lock them up safe, that they may ne*er depart, 
D 
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G'ive first to God the flower of thy youth 
Take for tliy ^fuide the holy word of Troth j 
Adorn thy seal with ^ace ; prize wisdom more 
Than all the pearls upon the Indian shore. 

Think not to live still free from grief and sorrow^ 
The man that laughs to-day, may weep to-morrow j 
Nor dream of joys unmixed here below, 
No roses here but what on thorns do grow. 

Scorn this deluding world that most bewitches. 
And place thy hopes in everlasting riches ; 

Make room for Christ let not so base a guest 

As earth, have any lodging in thy breast. 

Bad company, as deadly poison shun, , 

Thousands by it are niin'd and undone : 

Tbe giddy multitude still goes astray ; 

Turn from the broad,— and cfanse the narrow way. 

Keep death and judgment always in thine eye ; 
He's only fit to live, that's fit to die : 
Aiake use of present time, because thou must 
Shortly tf^e up thy lodging in the dust 

'Tis dreadful to behold the setting sun 
And night i^roach before our work is done. 
Let not thy winged days be spent in vain ', 
When gone, no gold can call them back again. 

Strive to snbdite thy sin when first begtaning, ' 
Custom, when once confirmed, is strangely dinning ; 
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He mucb in pray'r, it is the begging trade, • 
Bj: whichtrue Christians are the richer made. 

Of meditation get the blessed art. 
And often search thine own deceitful heart : 
Fret not with envy at thy neighbour's weeltli> 
Preferment, learning, beauty, strengtii, <Mr health. 

Abhor tiie-lylng tongue, tHo foaud detest ;. 
PlaiU'-hearted men^by Providence are blest ^ 
Take heed of idleness,, that cursed nurse 
And mother of all vice ; — ^there's^nothing worse. 

And fly from pride— high bills are barren found,. 
But lowly valleys with choice fruits are crown 'd. 
Short, sinful, pleasures and delights eschew ; 
'Eternal toisnent is their wages due. 

The rules of temperance observe and keep 
Thatthou offend not In meat, drink, or sleep : 
No costly garments wear ; let men admire 
Thy conduct, rather than thy ridtattSre. 

6ela good treasure laid up in thy heart. 
Which, by discourse, thou wisely n»ay'st impart 
To proit others : — holy thoughts within 
Willguide thy tongue, and guard thy lips from sin 

luearn to distinguish l^tween faithful friends 
And fawning flatterers, who, for basest ends, 
Will speak thee fair, with words as soft as oil, 
Aad make a show of friendship to beguilc.^ 
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The secrets of thy friend do not disclose, 
Lest, by so doing, thou resemble those 
Whose ears are leaky vessels, which contain 
Nought that^s ponr'd in, but what mm out again 
Straight at their mouths, proclaiming tiiem unfit 
For any trust, and to be void of wit. 

If thou resolve to change a iringle life. 
And hast a purpose to become a wife ; 
Then chuse thy husband not for woiidly gain. 
Nor for his conely shape, nor beauty vain . 

But, if the fear of God, most excellent ! 
Be chiefly minded, look for true content ; 
Cast off all needless and distrustful care, 
A little is enough-— ^00 much, a snare. 

Our journey from our cradle to our grave. 
Can be but short ; — no large provision crave ; 
For such conveniences as must be had. 
Trust in thy God, who hath so richly clad 
The fragrant meadows with firesh silver showers, 
(Sent down to nourish tender plants and flowers 5 . 
He, for each chirping bird, provides a nest ; 
And gives all creatures that which feeds them best. 

To Him give thanks for mercies which before 
Thou hast received — this makes way for more ; 
For faults, before his face, reprove thy friend ; 
But, all good deeds behind bis back commend. 
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Labour for peace> cfause to contend with none^ 
Let reason with sweet calmness keep the throne ; 
Treading fierce wrath> and lawless passion down : 
Tbegrace of meekness is a woman'* crown. 

Be loving, patient, courteons and kind. 
So doing thon shalt grace and honour find 
Here upon earth ; and when all-conqu'ring death 
Thy body shall dissolve, and stop thy breath, 

Upon the golden wings of faitii and lore. 
Thy soul shall ily to Paradise above 
Where sin and sorrow shall for ever eetute, 
Md there be crown'd with eodleat joy and peace. 



THB SINFULNESS OW WASTING TIMB. 

SoMB people complain they have nothing to do. 

And time passes slowly away ; 
They saunter about, with no dfc||ect in view. 

And long for the end of the day. 

In vidn are their rfchea, or honours, or Urth, 

They nothing can truly ei^oy ; 
They're the most wretched creatures that are upon earth 

For want of some pleasing employ. 

When people have no need to work for their bread. 

And indolent always have been ; 
It never so much as comes into their head. 

That lasting their time is a sin. 
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But man wta created for nsefu! employ. 

From the enrlfest ages till now ; 
And 'tis good for his health, and Ids comfort^ and jof. 

To live by the sweat of his );iiow. 

And those who of riches are folly possest. 

Are not for that reason exempt^ 
If they give themselves up to an indolent rei^ 

They are oljlects of real contempt. 

The pleascnpe that t^onstant employments jcieatc^. 

By them cannot be anderatood; 
For though liiey may rank with the rlcfa^utd HhegretA, 

They never can rank vitb the good« 



THE PliEASURSS OF RELIGION. 

'Tis f^ijs;ton tiiat can give 
Sweetest pleasures whilst we live ; 
'Tis religion must supply 
Solid comforts when we. die. 

After death Ks joys shall be 
Lasting as eternity; 
Let me, then, make God my friend. 
And on all his ways attend. 
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STANZAS SUBJOINED TO A BILL OF MOllTALITY, 
A.D. 1787. 

While thi4<^e[i moons saw smoothly ^un 

The men's barge- laden wave. 
All these. Life's rambling journey done, 

H ave foiuid their home— the grave. 

Was man (frail always) made more frail 

Than in foregoing years ^ 
Did famine> or did plague prevail ? 

That so much death appears ? 

No— these were vfgVous as their sires. 

Nor plague nor famine came ; 
This annual tribute death requires. 

And never waives his claim. 

Like crowded forest-trees we stand. 

And some are mark'd to fall ^ 
The axe will strike at God's command. 

And soon shall smite us all. 

Green as the bay-tree, ever green. 

With its new foliage on. 
The gay, the thoughtless, I have seen, 

I pass'd — and they were gone. 

Read, ye that run ! the solemn truth 

With which I charge my page, 
A worm is in the bud of youth. 

And in the root of age. 
B 4 
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No present health can health enmre 

For yet an hour to come ; 
No med'cine^ though it often core, 

Can always balk the tomb. * 

And oh ! that humble as my lot. 

And scorn'd, as is my strain, 
These truths, though known, too much forgot 

I may not teach in vain. 



HOME IN VIEW. 

As when the weary trav'Uer gains 
The height of some o'erlooking hill, 

His heart revives if, cross the plains 
He eyes his home, tho' distant still — 

While he surveys the much-lov'd spot, 
He slights the space that lies between j 

His past fatigues are now forgot. 
Because his Journey's end is seen : 

Thus when the Christian pilgrim views. 
By faith, his mansion in the skies. 

The sight his fainting strength renews. 
And wings his speed to reach the prize. 

The thought of home hh spirit cheeis. 
No more he grieves fbr troubles past ; 
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Kof any future trial fears. 
So he may safe arrive at last. 

'Ti« (here, he says, I am to dwell 
With Jesus in the realms of day j 

Then I shall bid my cares farewell. 
And he shall wipe my tears away. 

Jesus, on thee our hope depends. 
To lead us on to thine abode : 

Assur'd our home will make amends. 
For all our toil when on the road. 



BEATEN THE SAINTS EVERLASTING HOME. 

While in the world we still remain. 
We only meet to part agaUi ; 
But when we reach the heav'nly shore 
We then shall meet to part no more» 

The hope that we shall see that day, 
Should chase our present griefs away ; 
A few short years of confficts past, 
We meet around the throne at last. 

Then let us here improve our hours — 
Improve them to a Saviour's praise ; 
To him, with zeal, devote our pow'rs 
And run wHh joy in wisdom's ways, 
D 6 
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Lei all our meetings now be made 
SubseFvient to another's good ; 
For worldly joys must quickly fade. 
Nor can they yield substantial food. 

Whene'er required to part from those 
With whwn the truth unites us here. 
We'll call to mind the Joyful close^ 
When Christ the Savipwr will appear. 

Then shall his saints aU meet again, 
For so his word of promise says. 
With him for ever to remain. 
And sing his everlasting praise. 



pBSCRiPTION OF HOMB, 

There is a land, of every land the pride, 
BeloV'd of heaven o'er all the world beside ; 
Where brighter suns ^spense serener light, 
And milder moons imparadise the nighty 
A land of beauty, virtue, valour, truth, 
Time-tutor'd age, and love-exalted youth : 
The wandering mariner, whose eye explores 
The wealthiest isles, the most enchanting shores. 
Views not a realm so beaiotifnl and fair. 
Nor breathes the spirit of a purer air 4 
In every clime, the magnet of his soul, 
Touch'd by remembtance; trembles to that pole 
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For in this land of beav'n's peculiar f race« 

The heritage of nature's noblest race, 

There is a spot of earth supremely blest, 

A dearer, sweeter spot than all the rest. 

Where man, creation's tyrant, casts aside 

His sword and sceptre, pageantry and pride. 

While in his soften'd looks benignly blend 

The sire, the son, &e husband, father, friend : 

Here woman reigns ; the mother, daughter, wife. 

Strews with fresh flowers the narrow way of life j 

In the clear heaven of her delightful eye. 

An angel-guard of loves and graces lie : 

Around her knees domestic duties meet. 

And fireside pleasures gambol at her feet. 

" Where shall that /an<f, that spot of earth be found ? 

Art thou a man ? — a patriot ? — look around ; 

Oh I thou shall find, howe'er thy footsteps roam. 

That land, thy country— and that spot^ thy home 



THE DANGEH OP DELAY. 
Hasten, sinner! to be wise. 

Stay not for to-morrow's sun ; 
Wisdom if you still despise, 

Harder is she to be won. 

Hasten, mercy to implore j 
Stay not for to-morrow's sun ; 

liCst thy season should be o'er. 
Ere this evening's stage is run 
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HoHleDj skmer ! to retarn, 
Stay not for to-morrow's sun ; 

best thy lamp should fail to bum 
Ere salvation's work is done. 

Hasten^ sinner! to he blest! 

Stay not for to-morrow's sun, 
Jjest perdition thee arrest. 

Ere the morrow is bf gun. 






THE ADVANTAGES OF EARLY RELIGION. 

Happy the child whose early years 

Receive instruction well ; 
Who hates the sinner's path, and fears 

The road that leads to hell. 

When we devote our youth to God, 

'Tis pleasing in his eyes ; 
A flow'r when offer'd in the bud, 

Is no mean sacrifice. 

'Tis easier work if we begin 

To fear the Lord betimes j 
While sinners that grow old in sin, 

Are harden 'd in their crimes. 

'Twill save us from a thousand iSnares 

To mind religion young, — 
Grace will preserve our following years, 

And make our virtite strong. 
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To thee^ Almi|^ty Qod, to thee 

Our childhood we resign ; 
'Twill please us to look back, and see 

That our whole lives were thine. 

Let the sweet work of pray 'r and praise 
Employ my youngest breath ; 

Thus I'm prepared for longer days, 
Or fit for early death. 



CONFIDENCE IN GOD. 

Author of good ! to thee I turn j 

Thy ever- wakeful eye 
Alone can all my wants discern, 

Thy hand alone supply. 

With bread sufficient to the day 

My mortal frame supply, 
And feed the soul, that moves my clay. 

With manna from on high. 

O let thy fear wltiiin me dwell. 
Thy love my footsteps guide ; 

That love shall vainer loves expel, 
That fear all fears beside. - 

Do thou my erring feet secure j 
O lead me far from ill } 
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And keep me iipris)>t^ ja*t, and pure. 
In act, in word, and Wi\l\. 

Not to my wish, but to my want. 

Do thou thy gifts apply ; 
Unask'd, what good thou knowest, grant; 

What ill, though a$k'd, deny. 



PRAISE TOGOD IX.PROSPERITY AND ADVERSITV. 

Praise to God, immortal praise. 
For the love that crowns our days j 
Bounteous source of ev'ry joy ! 
Let thy praise our tongues employ : 
For the blessings of the field. 
For the stores the gardens yield. 
For the vine's exalted juice. 
For the generous olive's use. 
All that Spring with bounteous hand 
Scatters o'er the smiling land ; 
All that liberal Autumn pours 
From her rich o'erflowing stores j 
These to thee, my God, we owe, 
• Source whence all our blessings flow ; 
And for these my soul shall raise 
Grateful vows and solmn praise. 
Yet should rising whirlwinds tear 
From its stem the rip'ning ear ; 
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Shonid the 0g-tree's blasted ^ho9t 
Drop her green untimely fruit j 
Yet to thee my soul should raise 
Grateful vows and solemn praise j 
And> when ev'ry blessing's flown. 
Love Thee — for thvself alone. 



"WHYYIBIrP TO ©R;BF 

'^TwAs when the seas with hideous roar . 

A littie bark assail'd. 
And portent fear^ with awful power. 

O'er each On board prevailed — 

Save one, the Captain's darling child. 
Who fearless view'd the storm. 

And playful with composure smiled 
At danger's threat' ning form. — 

" Why sporting thus ?" a seaman cried, 
*' When sorrows overwhelm ?" 

" Why yield to grief," the boy replied — 
" My Father's at the helm ?" 

THE CRBATION. 

Hast thou beheld the glorious sun 
Through all the sky his circuit run. 
At rising mom, at closing day, 
And when he beam'd his noontide ray ? 
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Say did'st thorn e*er attentire view 
The ev'ning cload^ or morning: dew ? 
Or, after rain, thewafrybow 
Rise in the east a beauteous show ? 

When darkness has overspread the skies. 
Hast thou e'er seen the moon arise ; 
And with a mild and placid light. 
Shed lustre o*er the face of night ? 

Hast thou e'er wander'd o'er the plain, 
And view'd the fields and waving grain- - 
The flow'ry mead, the leafy grove. 
Where aU is melody and love ? 

Hast thou e'er trod the sandy shore, ^ 
And heard the restless ocean roar ; 
When.rous'd by some tremendous storm, 
Its billows roll in dreadful form ? 

Hast thou beheld the lightning stream 
Through night's dark gloom with sudden gleam, 
While the bellowing thunders' sound 
Roird rattling through the heav'ns profound ? 



THE GLORT OF THE CREATOR. 

The spacious firmament on high, 
W^ith all the blue etherial sky, 
And spangled heav'ns, a shining frame. 
Their great Original proclaim. 
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Th' unwearied fua from day lo dfiy> 
Does his Creator's pow'r display^ 
And publishes to ev'ry land 
The work of an Almighty hand. 

Soon as the evening shades prevail^ 
The moon takes up her wond'rous tale, 
And nightly^ to the list'ning earth, 
Repeats th^ story of her birth : 

While all the stars that round her bum, 
And all the planets in their turn, 
Confirm the tidings as they roll. 
And spread the truth from pole to pole. 

What though in solemn silence all 
Move round the dark terrestrial ball ; 
What though no real voice nor sound 
Amidst these radiant orbs be found — 

In reason's ear they idl re^joice, 
And utter forfli a glorious voice — 
For ever singing, as they shine, 
'^Tfae hand that made us is divine." 



TfiB R06E. 

How fair is the rose ! what a beautiful flower ! 

The glory of April and May ; — 
But the leaves are beginning to fade in an hour. 

And they wither aqd die ifi a day. 



y Google 



62 

Yet the rose has one powerfid virtue to boast 

Abore all the flowers of the field ; 
When its leaves are all dead, and fine c<4oiirs are lost^ 

Still how sweet a perfipme It will yield ! 

So frail is the youth and the beauty of men> 
Though they bloom, and look gay like a rose ; 

For all our fond care to preserve them is Vain> 
Time kills them as fast as he goes. 

Then I'll not be proud of my youth or my beauty, 

Since both of them wither and fade> 
But gain a good name by well doing my duty j — 

This will scent like a rose^ when I'm dead» 



THE DROWNING FLY. 

In yonder glass behold a drowning fly : 
His little feet how vainly does he ply ! 
Poor, helpless insect*, and wijyi fio one save? 
Will no one snatch thee from the threat'ning grave ? 
My finger's top shall prove a friendly shore ; 
There, trembler, all thy dangers now are o*er. 
Wipe thy wet wings, and banish all thy fear f 
Go, join thy numeroi^ kindred in the air. 
Away it flies, resumes .its harmless play. 
And lightly gambols »^e golden ray ! 
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TIRTUOUS YOUTH AND CHEERFUL OLD AGE. 

You are old. Father William, the young man he said. 
The few locks that are left you are gray ; 

You are hale. Father William, a hearty old man. 
Now tell me the reason,. I pray. 

In the days of my youtii. Father WiUiam-reply'd, 
i remember'd that you^th would fly fast. 

And abused not my heaUh and my vigour at first. 
That I nevejc might need them at last. 

You are old,. Fat^r WiUia^ ^e yomig Bum he said. 

And pleasures with you pafis away ; 
And yet you lament not the days that are go»e — 

Kow tell me the reaj^on^^ I pray.. 

In the days of my yon&» Father WijIIifun rq;»ly'd> 
I remembered that youth would not Ia$t ; 

I thought of the future,, whatever I did» 
That I never might grieve for the past. 

You are old. Father William, the young man he said, 

Ahd life must be hasting away ^ 
You are cheerful, and love to converse upon death 

Now tell me the reason, I pray. 

I am cheerful, young man, Father William reply'd. 

Let the cause thy attention engage j 
In the days of my youth, I remember'd my God — 

And he hath not forgotten my age. 
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** PEflPJLBfi 70 MEET THY OOD/' 

To-jMAftoiTy Lord, is thine, 
Lodged in thy sov'reig^n hand ; 

And if its sun arise and shine, 
It shines cd thy command. 

The present moment flies. 
And bears car life away ; - 

Oh ! make thy servants truly wise, 
T' iinprove each pasdng day. 

One thing demands our care. 
Be that one thing pursa'd — 

Lest, slighted now, we never hear 
Thy warning voioe renewed j 

Teach us thy name, to fear 

Spread an alarm abroad^ 
And cry in ev'ry careless ear, 

^* Prepare to ©eet thy God.^' 



THft HAPPY FAMILY. 

Oh ! ^tis a pleasant sight to see 
A poor but honest family. 
United in the bonds of love, 
iSeeluug the wisdom from abOT« 
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Their steps to guide, their labours bless. 
To comfort them in each distress. 
And make them taste true happiness. 
And, stiU, as ev'ning shades retire. 
To see them gather romid the fire, 
Happy and pleas'd again to meet ; 
The little ones their sisters greet. 
When all day parted doubly sweet. 
Their humble dwelling neat and clean. 
Shows where th' industrious hand has been 
Dally employed, with busy care. 
For children with their mother share 
The labour — which keeps order there. 
Sanded the floor, the window bright. 
Clean is the hearth, the table white ; 
No clothes unfolded strew the bed. 
But neat-patch'd quilt in order spread. 
The children's work when school is finish'd j 
The Bible neatly covered o'er. 
With pious rev'rence, and a store 
Of useful books which point to youth 
The paths of virtue and of truth. 
All prove a source of pure delight. 
And gladden many a winter's night. 
Their day's work done, before they rest 
Some child belov'd who reads the best. 
The Bible takes, the rest draw near. 
Well-pleased those heav'nly truths to hear. 

Which fiU their hearts with love. 

And make their parents dear. 
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Perhaps that part of tcriptare Is their choice^ 
Where Jesus says, *' Mynheep they hear my voice j" 
Yes, they do liear liim, tiiose who feel his love, 
Soft'nlng their hearts and drawing them above — 
They the good shepherd know, and his sweet influence 
prove. 



REFLECTIONS DURING A STORM. 

The air is cliill, the rain falls fast. 
And dark and wintry is the night, 

And cold and biting is the blast. 
And not a star affords its light : 

How can I, then, migratefnl be, 

Who have a house to cover me ? 

How many poor around me roam. 
Not knowing where to lay their head ; 

Without a friend, without a home. 
Except it be a mud- walled shed ! 

How can I, tuen, m^ateful be, 

Who have a house to cover me ? 

How can I, then, while thus I live, 
Be discontented with ray lot ? 

The Lord does many mercies give, 
Yet who so often Is forgot ? 

Then may I ever grateful be, 

For all the Lord has given to me. 
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HEAVEN. 



There is a land of pure delight. 

Where Saints immortal reign. 
Infinite day excludes the night, 

And pleasures banish pain. 

There everlasting Spring abides. 

And never withering flowers ; 
Death, like a narrow stream, divides 

This heavenly lAnd from our's. 

But, tiniorous mortals start and shrink ' 

To cross this narrow sea ; 
And linger, sfciv'ringon the brink. 

And fear to launch away. 

Oh ! could we bid those fears remove. 

Those painfid fears that rise. 
And see the Canaan that we love 

Withunbeclouded eyes. 

Could we but stand where Moses stood, 

And view the landscape o'er ; 
Not Jordan's stream, nor deatli's cold flood, 

Could fright us from the shore. 
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PRESERVINa MGBCIES ACKNOWLEDGED. 

Through all the dangfew of the night 

Preserved, O Lord, liy thee, 
Again we hail the cheerful light. 

Again we bow the knee. 

Preserve us. Lord, throughout the day. 

And guide us by thy arm ! 
For they are safe, and only they. 

Whom thou preserv'st from harm* 

Oh! may the beams of truth divine^ 

With clear convincing light. 
In all our understandings shine. 

And chase our mental night. 

Let all our words, and all our ways. 

Declare that we are ^ine ; 
That so the light of truth and grace. 

Before the world may shine. 

Nor let us turn away from thee— 

Dear Saviour, hold us fast. 
Till with immortal eyes, we see 

Thy glorious face at last. 
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ULTSS&8' DOG. 

When wise Ulysses^ from his native coast^ 
Long kept by wars, and long by tempests tost, 
Arriv'd at last, poor, old, disguised, alone. 
To all his friends and e'en his Queen unknown : 
Changed as he was with age, and toils, and cares, 
Fnrrow'd his rev'rend face, and white his hairs. 
In his own palace forc'd to ask his bread, 
Scom'd by those slaves his former bounty fed. 
Forgot of all his own domestic crew ; 
The faithfid dog alone his master knew ! 
Unfed, unhoused, neglected, on the clay. 
Like an old servant now cashier'd he lay ; 
And tho' e'en then, expiring on the ] 
Toach'd with resentment of ungrateful i 
And longing to behold his ancient lord f 
Him when he saw — he rose, and crawl'd to meet, 
'Twas all he could, and fawn'd, andkiss'dhis feet, 
Seiz'd with dumb joy ; then falling by his side, 
Own'd his returning lord, look'd up, and died. 



le lay j 
I plain, ^ 
efulmen, r^ 
[)rd again : ) 



ON REPENTANbE. 

Repentaxce is, to leave 
The sins we loved before ; 

And show that we in earnest grieve. 
By doing so no more. 
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Lord, make us thus sincere, 
To watch as w^ as pray ^ 

Howevei* small, however dear. 
Take all our sins away. 

And since &e Saviour came 
To make as torn from sin ; 

With holy grief and humble shame. 
May we at once begin. 

If Jesus Christ was sent 

To save us from our sin. 
And kindly teach us to repent. 

We should at once begin. 

He says,, he loves to see 

A broken-hearted one 5 
He loves that sinners such as we 

Should mourn for what we've done. 

'Tis not enougb to say, 

We'te sorry and repent ; 
And still gaon, from day to day. 

Just as we always went. 



TRUST IN DIVINE PROVIDENCE. 

Lord ! I am poor, yet bear my call ; • 
Bestow my daily bread j 
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Gire me, at Uast, the cmmbs that fall 
From tables riebly spread. 

Thou canst for all my wants provide, 
And bless my homely crust : 

The ravem cry, and are supplied**- 
And ought not I to trust ? 

Behold the lilies how they grow. 
Though they can nothing do ; 

And will not God, who clothes them so^ 
Afford jne raiment too ? 

And seeing. Lord, thou dost withhold 

The riches some possess. 
Grant me what's better (ar than goid^- 

Thy grace and righteousness. 

Oh, may I heav'nly ireasoFe find. 

And chose the better part ; 
Give me an humble, pious mind, 

A meek and lowly heart. 

Forgive »y tins, my foNl A ouve, 

And grant the help I need : 
And then, though I am mean and poor, 

I sbaU be rich indeed* 
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CONSCIENCE; OR, THB UGHT WITHIN. 

How shall a simple child be taught 

Thy holy law to understand j 
How purify each sinful thought. 

And live by thy command ? 

By turning to the light within. 

Which doth thy will declare, 
Reproving for each secret sin j 

For thou canst read it there. 

Then let my heart, when night draws near. 
Before I close my eyes to rest. 

Look o'er the day that's past, for fear 
I have thy will transgress'd. 

And with the mom's returning light 

Lift up my soul to thee ; 
Andkeepme always in &y sight. 

And often visit me. 

Oh t let n6t falsehood tempt my lips 
To frame deceit, but may I bold 

Within my heart, thy sacred truth, 
More precious far than gold. 

Thus may a simple child be taught. 
Thy holy law to understand j 

To purify each sinful thought. 
And live by thy command. 
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PRAYER FOR TENDERNESS OF CONSCIENCE. 

I WANT a principle within 

Of gfodly, jettlout foar ; ' 
A sensibility of sin, 

A pain to feel it near. 

Tliat I from tbee no more may part, 

No more thy f oeihiess grieve ; 
The filial awe, the fleshly heart, 

The tender conscience give. 

Quick as the pi^il of an eye, 

O God my conscience make ! 
Awake my soul, when sin is nigh, 

And ke^ itstttl awake. 

If to the right or left I stray. 

That moment. Lord, reprove ; 
And let me weep my life's short day 

For having griev'd thy love. 

Oh may the least omission, pain 

My weU-iBstrUctedseal i 
And drite me to that grace again 

Which makes the wounded whole. 
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THE LORD WILL HBAR THT PRAYER* 

Mat I try to lisp his praise 
Who protects my infant days ? 
Will the Lord of glory hear ? 
Will he, mother ? Yes, my dear. 

May I pluck the flow'rs that grow ? 
Will he make fresh blossoms blow ? 
Will the Lord of heaven above 
Let me lovebim ? Yes, my lore. 

Oh ! I will then, I will say, 
Make me better ev'ry day — 
Make me gentle, good, and kind- 
He will hear thee— 4faou wilt find. 



T»E FLQWBRS THAT NEVER DIE. 

I WISH that flow'iiB would always grow 

As sweet as they are made. 
Then lilies would be white as snow> 

And roses never fade. 

But now they wither and decay, 

And aU their beauty flies ; 
The rose, that sweetly blooms to-day, 

Before to-morrpw dies. 
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O yes, my love t but flow'rs thert are 

That blossom in the breast- 
By heav'nly goodness planted there, 
The sweetest and the best. 

The snow-white lily without stain 

Is not so pur^ as truth ; 
It never fades, but shall remain 

In everlasting youth. ^ 

And sweeter than the sweetest rose 
Is love shed o'?r thy mind ; 

The heart is tender where it flows— 
To ev'ry creature hiud. 

These are the flow'rs fliat never die. 
But bloom throughout the year : 

The blossoms of sweet piety 
No blight but sfai need fear. 



THB BUTTBRPLT. 

The butterfly, an IdletWng, 

Nor honey makes, nor yet can sing 

Like to the bee and bird-j 
Nor does it, like the prudent ant. 
Lay up for times of future want, 

A wise and cautious hoard. 
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My youth is but a summer's day ; 
Tben Uke the prudent ant I'll lay 

A store of learning by ; 
And though from flowV to flow'r I rore> 
My stock of wisdom I'll improve, 

Nor be a butterfly. 



CRADLE HYMN. 

Hush, my d^ar, lie still, and slumber ; 

Holy angels guard thy bed ! 
Heavenly blessings without number. 

Gently falling on thy head. 

Sleep, my babe ; thy food and raiment. 
House and home, thy friends provide ; 

And without thy care or payment, 
All thy wants are well supplied. 

How much better thou'rt attended 
Than the Son of God could be. 

When from heaven he descended 
And became a child like thee. 

Soft and easy is thy cradle ; — 
Coarse and hard thy Saviour lay. 

When his birth-place was a stable, 
And his softest bed was hay. 
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Blessed babe ! whftt glork^ns fefttures, 

Spotless, fair, divinely bright I 
Must he dwell with brutal creature* ? 

How could angels bear (be sight ? 

Was there nothing but a manger, 

Cursed sinners could afford, 
To receive the heav'nly strangei ? 

Did they thu^ afi^ont the Lord ? 

Soft, my child, I did notchide thee, 
Though my song might sound too hard ; 

'Tis thy mother sits beside thee. 
And her arms shall be thy guard. 

Yet, to read the shameful story. 
How the Jews abus'd their King ; 

How they served the Lord of Glory, 
Makes me angry while I sing. 

See the kindred shepherds round him. 

Telling wonders from the sky ! 
Where they sought him, there they found him, 

With his Virgin-Mother by. 

See the lovely babe a-dressing, — 

Lovely infant, how be smil'd ! 
When he wept the mother*s blessing 

Sooth'd and hush'd the holy child. 

Lo t he slumbers in the monger. 
Where the homed oseii fed ! 
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Peace, mj darling, here's no daDf er, 
There's no ox a-uear thy bed. 

'Twas to sare thee, child, from dyiiif , 
Save my dear from burning flame. 

Bitter groans and endless crying. 
That thy blest Redeemer came. 

May'st thou live to know and fear him 
Trust and love him all thy days ; 

Then go dwell for ever near him. 
See his face and sing his praise. 

I could give thee thousand kisses. 
Hoping what I most desire ; 

Not a.mother's fondest wishes 
Can to greater joys aspire. 



SPRING. 

Whsn green grass first begins to spring, 
. And daffodils appear. 
When robins in the morning sing. 
Then pleasant spring is near. 

In pleasant spring, the gardens round. 

With blossoms are all gay ; 
Then joyous is the cuckoo's sound. 

For Winter's far away. 
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Sammer conies next with sultry hours ; 

When in the i\eld is seen ; 
The mower sweeping grass and flow'rs 

Before him on the green, 

'Tis Autumn, when the reaper ^oes 

To bind the yeilow com. 
When apples ripen on the boughs. 

And red haws on the thorn. 

With hoary frost, and rain and snow, 
Darlc Winter follows near. 

Thus Seasons, as they come and go, 
" Record the rolling year." 

Father of all, th' Almighty bade 

The Springes sweet blossoms rise ; 
The Summer's fruit his goodness made. 
Whilst bounteous Autumn by his aid 
The Winter food supplies. 



HAY TIME. 

Thg grass and flowers which clothe the field, 

And look so green and gay ; 
rouch'd by the scythe, defenceless yield. 

And fall and fade away. 

Fit emblem of our fallen state! 
Thus in the scripture glass. 
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The yootiif^ the strong, the wise, th« great, 
May see theflYselves but grass 

Oh ! trust not to your fleeting breath. 
Not- call your time your own ; 

Around, you see the scythe of death 
Is mowing thousand:^ d<)wn. 

And you who hitherto are spared^ 
Must shortly yield your lives ; 

Your wisdom is to be prepar'd. 
Before the stroke arrives. 

The grass when dead revive no more 5 

You die to live again $ 
But oh ! if death should prdve the door 

To everlasting pain ! 

Lord, help us to obey thy call. 

That, from our sins set free. 
When like the grass our bodies fall, 

Our souls may spring to thee. 



THE SOWER. 

Ye sons of earth, prepare the plough, 
Break up your fallow ground : 

The sower is gone forth to sow, 
And scatters ll^lessings round. 
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'Ac seed ibaf finds^ a stony soil 

Shoots forth a hasty h!ade> 
But ill rt^ays the sower's toil- - 

Soon wither'd^ scorch'd^ and dead. 

All hojp49is «f Itfurv^Bft ikemi 
W4» kmve » IpU and vekiy •taik^ 
But n^ A |riiH6il fiar. 

The heatei^ path an(jl hij^hway §ide 

Receive the trust in vain , 
The watchful birds the spoil divide^ 

And pick up all th.e grain. 

But where the Lord of grace and power 
Has MMft'd the fafippy field { 

How plenteoiis is the golden stone 
^i» decp^wrotighlt Imktqws .yield ! 

Father of Mercies, we have need 

Of thy preparing grace ; 
Let the same hand that gives the seed. 

Provide a faithful place. 



^^^isii 



TB^ G^EANjBB. 

Before the bright sun rises over the WH, 
In the corn-field poor Mary is seen, 
irous her little blue apron to fill, 
ith the few scattered ears die can gleiui. 
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Site never learet off, or mat oat of her place. 

To play, or to idle and chat* 
Except now and then she will wipe her hot face $ 

And fan herself with her broad hat. 

^< Poor girl, hard at wqrk in the heat of the sun. 

How tired and hot yon must be ! 
Why don't yo« leave off, as the others have done» 

And sit with them under the tree ?" 

^* Oh, no ! for my mother lies ill in her bed. 

Too feeble to spin or to knit : 
And my poor little brothers are crying for bread. 

And yet we can't give them a bit. 

'< Then coald I be merry, and idle, and play. 

While they are so hungry and ill ? 
Oh, nol I had rather work hard all the day. 

My little blue^j>ron to fill. 



THE GOOD SHEPHERD. 

The Lord my pasture shall prepare. 
And feed me with a shepherd's care ; 
His presence shall my wants supply. 
And guard me with a watchful eye i 
My noon-day walks he shall attend, 
Ani all my midnight hours defend. 
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Hf ben in the suUry flebe f faint,^ 
Qr on the thirsty mountains pant. 
To fertile vales and dewy meads. 
My weary, wand'ring steps he leadai j 
Whf re peaceful rivers, sof^ and slow,^ 
Amid the verdant landscape flow. 

Though in the paths of death I tread. 
With gloomy hcyrrors overspread. 
My steadfast heart shall fear no ill ^ 
For thou, O Lord, art with me still ; 
T hy friendly crook shall give me aid,^ 
And guide me through the dreadful shade*. 

Thp' in a ^are i^nd rugged way. 
Through devious lonely wilds I stray j^ 
Thy bounty shall my pains beguile. 
The barren wilderness shall smile. 
With sudden green and herbage crown 'd^^ 
And streams shall murmur all around. 



f 
THE APPLE TKKE^ 

Ol-r John had an apple-tree healthy and green^ 
Which bore the best codlings that ever were seen, 

So juicy, so mellow, and red ; 
And when they were ripe, as old Johnny was poor;^ 

#soid them to children that pass'd by his door. 
To buy him a morsel of bread. 
F 2 
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ittle Dl ck; Us tacxt neighbour^ one often might sm 
With lonsfing* eye viewing ttiis nice apple-tree, 

And wishing a codling might fall : 
One day as he stood in tiie heat ofthe son, 
fie began tfainldngisrhether he might not takex)ney 

'And then he looked over fbe wall. 

And as he again cast fais eye on the tree. 

He said to himself, ** O how nice they would ^, 

So cooi and refreshing to-day! 
The tree is so full, and I'd only take one. 
And old John wont see, for he is not at home. 

And nobody is in the way/* 

But stop, little boy, take your hand from thetiongh, 
Remember, tho* old John can't see you just now, 

And no one to chide you is nigh — ^ 

There is one, who by night. Just as well ashy driy, 
Can s^efad you do, and hear all you say, 

From his ^orlous throne In Qie sky. 

Oh then, little boy, come away from the tr^e, 
Content hot or weary, or tliirsty to be. 

Or any thing rather than steal ; 
For the greet €hd, who ev«a in darkness €am Imik, 
^l^ffiies clown ev'ry criHM we oMunilv itt bis iMidtv 

ilowever w^ think "to cumcBal. 
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60D EVER? WHERE. 

^oD made the world— in evVy land,^ 
His love and pow*r abound; 

An are protected by his hand^ 
As well as Irish ground. 

The Indian hat and Irish cot 

AKke his care must own ; 
Though savageaatioBS know him not,^ 

But. worship wood and stone*. 

^e sf^a an4 governs distant lands^ 
And constant bounty pours — 

From wild Arabia*! bumiog sands,^ 
Tfk L«q?!»tt^> frw^fihores. 

In forest shades and silent plains^ 
Where feet have never trod. 

There, in majestic pow'r. He reignft 
An/ever-ijpesent Ood . 

All the inhabitants of earth, 
Who dweH beneath the sun. 

Of different nafions, name, and birth. 
He )inow8 them evVy one. 

Alike the rich and poor are known. 

The cuhur'd and the wild 3 
The lofty monarch on the throne, 
And^Y'ryl^'echlia. 
p 3 
f - 
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^c knows the frorthy from the Wife, 
And seiids his mercies doWii : 

None are too mean to share his snkile> 
Oir to provoke his froini. 

Cfreat Godt and since thy piercinjgf ey* 

My inmost iieart can see. 
Teach me from ev'ry sin to fly, 

Aad turn that heart to thee. 



DEATH OF THE RIGHTEOUS. 

bsAR what the voice from Heaven proclaimis^ 

For aU the pious dead ; 
Sweet is the savour of tlieir nam^. 

And soft their sleeping bed. 

They die in Jesus, and are bless"^ ; 

How kind their slumbers are! 
From suflTringfs and from sin releas'd. 

And freed from ev'ry snare. 

Far from this world of toil and strife, 

Theiy 're present with the Loisd^ 
The labours of their mortal life 

End in a large reward. 

Of all the pious christians dead. 

May we the footsteps trace ; 
Till, with them, in the land of ligh<> 

W,« dwell beforyi tjjy face. 
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SFITAPH ON A ]K>OR BUT HONKST MAK. 

Stop> reader, bere» and deiga a look 

On one wUhout a name ; 
Ne'er entered in the ample book 

Of fortune or of fame. 

Stadions of peace, he hated striff , 
Meek vtrtnes fiU'd his breast ; 

His coat of arms—'' a spotless life ;'* 
^ An honest heart/'— fats crest. 

Quartered therewith was innocence $ 

And thus his motto ran : 
'' A Amscience void of all offence 

Before both God and man/' 

In the great day of wraths tho' pride 

Now scorns his j^igree ; 
Thousands shall wish they'd been allied 

To this great family. 



AN OtD BEGGAR MAN. 

I SEB an old man sitting there. 
His wither'd limbs are almost bare. 
And Tery hoary is his hair. 

Old man, why tfre yoo siting sof 
For Tery cold the wind doth blow — 
Why don't you to your cottage go ? 
f4 
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Ab, master! in the ^orld so wide 
I have no home wherein to hide^ 
No eomtfctt^libl^ ftti^'hm f 

When I, like you, wtu^ janng and gtk^, 
I'll tell you what I us'd>to say — 
That I would nothing do bnt play. 

And so, instead oif being taught 
Some oset'ol business, as I ought^ 
To play about was all I sought. 

And now that I am old and gray, 

I wander oh my lonely way. 

And beg my bread from Jay to day* 

But oft I shak« M^r^Mift faHM, 
And many a bitter tear I shed, 
To thtMkihd tis^^d^ itf^ IV d I^ ! 



Who fed me from her gentle breast, 

And hushed h^6 1ft h^ir Aiins to rest. 

And on my t^se^k sWI^ itiMes pi««t ? * 

When sleep forsook my open eye, 
Who was it simg sweet iuIlaEby, 
And rock'd me titat I shoilkl ftot ery ? 

My Mother* 
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Wb<HUkt-ABdw«loh'd myinfant ^ad. 
When sleepkiir on ay ccadle bed. 
And team of aweei affecliwi shed ? 

My Mother. 

When ^n «iid ^tokness amde «e cry. 
Who gais'd 4ipmi A^ heavy eye. 
And we^l»r<(3«r Aat l^heiilddie? 

My Mother. 

Who drest my doll ia clothes so gay, 
./fUid'tang^ me ^ret^y to play,. 
And minded .al4 1 had lo say ? 

My Mother, 

Who ran to help me when I fell^ 
And would some pretty story tell. 
Or kiss the place to mak^ it well ? 

My Mother* 

Who taught my infant lips to pray. 
And love God's holy book and day^ 
And. walk in wisdom's pleasant way? 

My Mother. 
And can I ever cease to be 
Affectionate and kind to the^ 
Who. wast so very kind to me^ 

My Mother. 

Ah, no ! the thougfht I cani)ot bear ; 
And, if God please my life to spare, 
1 hope I sball reward thy care, 

My Mother. 
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WImHi thou art feeble, old, and gray. 
My bealtby arm ebUl be thy itay. 
And I will soothe thy pains away, 

My Mother.' 

And when I see thee bang; thy bead, 
'Twill be my turn to watch thy bed. 
And tears of sweet alEection shed. 

My Mother. 

For God, who fives above the skies. 
Would look, with vengeance in bis eyes. 
If I should ever dare despise. 

My Moth(>r. 



MY FATHER. 

Who took me from my Mother's arms. 
And smiling at her soft alarms. 
Shewed me the World ^ad nature's charms ? 
My Father. 

Who made me feel and understand 
The wonders of the sea and land. 
And mark'd, through all^ the Maker's hand ? 
My Father. 

Who climbed with me the mountain's height^ 
And walch'd my looks'^of dread delight. 
While rose the glorious orb of light ? 
• 3ty Father. 
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Who, fi-om cacli flovrer and teodcr stalk, 
Oathar*d a boniad store of talk, 
To AH the long:, delightful walk ? 

My Father. 

Not Oh an insect would he tread. 
Or strike the stinging nettle dead ; 
Who taught at oace mj heart and head ? 
^ My Father. 

Who wrote tq>on that heart the line 
Religion graved on Virtne's shrine. 
To make, the human sace diTine ? 

My Father. 

Who, now, in pale and placid light 
Of memory, gleams npoirmy sight ; 
Bursting the sepulchre of night ? 

My Father. 

Oh ! teach me still' thy Christian plan ; 
Thy practice with thy pfeoept ran ; 
Nor yet desert me, thoughaman, 

* My Father. 

Still let thy scholar^s heart r^oice. 
With charms of thy angelic vo|ce : *^ 
StiU i^rompt tb« motive and the choice. 
My Father. 

For yet remains a little space. 
Ere 1 shall meet thee, face to face ; 
Aiidf not fts iiow> in rain embrace^ 

lily Father 
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Soon, ns I hope, at Mercy's seat, 
Spirits made perfect, we sball meet ; 
Thee, with what transports shall I {preetl 
My Father. 



THE SUN, A JMONITOR. 

MV Ij^ocI, ihou mak'st the sun to know 

His proper hdiiir ioMs^, 
And, to «rive light to «ll tjH^tClWi 

Dost send h|!fti ttfond the iikl<^. 

When from the chambers of the East 

His morning race begins. 
He never 'tires, nor stops to riefit, 

But round the ^drld he "shines. 

So, like the sun, would I fulfil 

The business of the day i 
Beffin my work betimes> and still 
March on my hear'nly way. 
• 
Giye me, O I>oW, <hy early grace, 

%0T let my ibtH comphifti, 
That the young tlKomlti^ of ihy ^kyn 
Has alii "been spent in vain. 
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FERVENT til AVER. 

Te^ch me to pray> t«d let my fr^^^t 

Like holy incense Hse ; 
Assist tiie off 'rhig^ of my heart 

ToreiM^ the lofly skies. 

Perpetual blessings from above 

Encompass me around. 
Botohl how few returns otlove 

Hath my Creator found 1 

What have I done <br him that died, 

From sin to #ave my «oiil ? 
How are my follies multiplied^ 

Fast as my minutes roll ! 

Lord, turn this guilty heart of mine, 

That I to thee may flee. 
And to thy love my sdufl resign. 

To be renewed liy thee. 

Meet me, I pray, with words of peace. 

And fill my beail with love ; 
That from my foUy I may ceitfie, \ 

And heticefoflh f aitblkl pm^nev 



^ 



Be with me. Lord, where*^ '^ €^1 
Teach me what thtoa w«iiMi»hivv<e»e4o; 
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S«f f «st wh%te'er I tbdnk or saj- ^ 
Direct me In thy barrow way. 

Prevent me, lestr I barbovr pride f 
Lest I in my own strength conftde. 
Show me ifty weaiuiessyiet me see 
I have all power, my Bod, frons^tbeev 
Enrich me always with thy love j 
My kind protector ever prove ^ 
Lord, put thy seal upon my breast^ 
And let thy spirit on me rest. 
Assist and teach me how to pray. 
What thou abhor'st, — that bid me llee» 
And only love what pleas^&thte. 



SUBMISSION. 

If I am right, t^ grace impart^ 
Still in the right to stay ;. 

K I am wrong, oh teach my heaiit 
To find that better way. 

Save me alike from foolish pridet, 
jpr impious disco^t^ntK 
At aught tby goodness hjis denied* 
Or aught thy goodness lent 

Teiiph me to fc^el another's wof» 

To hide the fault I see; 
That mercy I to others 8how». 

^hcit mercy ahiow to m([\ 
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l|t)Ma though 1 am, not vrfaolly sof 
Sipce quickeo'd by th};^ breath.:. 
, <>b lead me whiwresoe'^r I go,. 
ThrougKtWp 4ay*» life or death 1 

Tills dajr be bread and peace my lo(^ 

All else beneati} the sun. 
Xhou ki\ow'st.if best bestpw'd or not, 

i^n4 fet th^ will be done.. 



PRAISE TO^ GOJ>. 

^Ais« to God, immortal praise;^. 
For the love that crowns our days; 
Qonnte«u8 source of every joy, 
I)et thy praiftd oiir'tongae» em^lo^i. 

l^or theMessings.ofihe field,^ 
]^or the. stores the gardens yield, 
l^ortbe gviH>e'sdeIicJou8 juice, 
F.or.theis^^roiv^QUv.e's U9e^ 

I^Iocks thatwhitea^ftlllhe plain, 
T^ellow sheaves ^ ripeii'4 grain> 
Clouds that drop their fatt'ning dews, 
§un8*that temp'rate warmth diffuse. 

All t1)at .spring, with bounteous han$l^ 
^Qatters o'er the smiling land ; 
AH that li^ral Autump pours,. 
lrpn\ her rich o'^^p«nng,»tore«|^ 
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These to tfaee> O God> we oWe> 
Sonrce «9rkenee nil our blesshigs AdW^ 
And for theses my Boiil f^tM ratie> 
Grateftil vows niid solettm ^^r^se. 

Y^ sbonld rising whirlwinds tear^ 
From its stem the ripenio;^ em* ; 
Should Che fig tree's blasted shoo^ 
Drop her green untimely fML 

Should the Tine put forth no more^ 
Nor the olive yield her store $ 
Though the sickening flocks should M% 
And the herds desert fhe stall. 

Should thine alter'd hmndreSbohi, 
The early and the latterrain ; 
Blast each op'ning bud of joy> 
And t^e rising year destroy. 

Tet to thee my void ^faoidd ridse> 
Grateful vows and sotemn innisei 
And when ev'ry blessii^« Aovm^ 
Love thee for thyvdf idoae. 



DANGER AND FOLLY DF tYlNO 

WuBir Ananias thought to hid^B 
The money he had goty 
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He fUid his wife Sappbira died 
For their deceitfui plot. 

l^ben let all children sh^n aud fear 

To say what is not true, 
As God can always see and hear-* 
' And he can p9ni8h too. 

No rdal good can e'er proceed 
From doing what Is wrong ; 

For if at first it should sncceed, 
'Twill not contJBiie loagi 

Elisha's servant told a lie. 
In hopes to gain some gold : 

He knew his master was not by. 
And never would be told. 

Bat God with great displeasure sees, 
. The money thus procured $ 
And for this sin, a sad disease 
He ah his life endured. 



CLEANLINESS BETTER TQAN FINERY. 

Some poor little ignorant children delight 
In wearing fine ribbons and capsf 

But this is a very ridiculous sight. 
Though they do not know it^ perhaps. 
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Cleftti haadi and cfeaa faces, and fiaatfy combed bair 

And garmeDts made decent atid pltdtt, 
Are better than aU the fibe things tbey can wear, 

Which maice them look vulgar and vain. 

A girl who will keep borself tidy and cieaxk, 

(As every child easily may>) 
Needs not be afraid or ashamed to be seenj. 

Whoever may come in her way, 

TheA> children, attend to the) wordft you repeat^ 

And always remember this line — 
*Tis a credit to any good girt to be neat. 

But quite a disgrace to be fine. 



AGAINST PRiDB IN CLOTHES. 

Wht should our garments, made to hide 
Our parents' shame, provoke our pride ? 
The arts of dress did ne'er begin 
Till Eve,, our mother, learnt to sin. 

When first she put the cov'ring on, 
fl«r robe of innocence was gone j 
And yet her children vainly boast 
In the sad marks of glory lost. 

How proud we are, how fond to sliow 
Ourclothes* and caH them rich and.newt: 
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lOHieatbe poor sheep and sUk-vtojTQi wor» 
Yhtkt Tei:^ clothings long before. 

The tulip- and the butterfly, 

Appear in gayer coats than t ^ 

And though I deck me as I will, 

l^les,, WQrms> a!)d flowers exceed me stitl. 

Then w}U I set my heart to find, 
"^ward adomings of the mind j — 
Krv^jnrledge and virtue, truth and gca^e ; — 
These are the rob^s^ qC richest dress. 

^'0 more shall worms- with me compare, — 
This is the raiment angels weai^; 
The Son of God when here below, 
l^ut on this blest apj^arel^too. 

It never fades,, it ne'er grows old^ 
Nor fears the rain, nor mf>ik not mould ; 
]/t takes no spot, but still refines, — 
■IJhe. more 'tis worn, the more it shines. 

in.tbi% on earth, would li appear, 
Then. go to beav'n and wear ittbere^ 
iigiod will approve it in his sight, 
'l^^ij^bls Qwn work, and his dellgSit^ 
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iRELAND^S HAPPY OROinin^. 

Sportixo on tho Village gt^cfi 
The tidy Irish girl is seen. 
Or, beside her cottage neat. 
Knitting on tbe garden veat. 

Now within her bumble door 
Sweeping dean her Ititchen floolv 
WhEe npon her dresser white 
Her peN^rterpkites «ffej^li9h-4M0A^ 

Mary never idle sitsy 
She either sews, or qpiiift> or Ikhitki 
Hard she labours aU the weel^ 
Witii spaiUing eye aad rosy dieefk^ 

And, on Snndtty> Mwfypft^ 
Neatly dressed in decent clothe^ — 
'Gets her task, (a constant rule,) 
And hastens to the Stinday-scbodl!^ 

O how good should we be found. 
Who live on Ireland's happy ground j 
Where rich, and poor, and wretohed, v^ 
All lettm td widlf: In wisdom's way4 



EVENINO PRAISSk 

Lord, I have passM another day^ 
And come to thank thee for thy <;Kre$ 
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I*bi^re mf faaUs in work aad pi&j^ 
And Itftea to mj evening pray'r. 

Tliy faF)»idr gives me daily bread. 
And fi^^nds, who all my wants supply j 

And safely now I restmy head, 
Pi^serr'd and g:uarded by thine eye^ 

liook down, in pity, and forgive 
Whate'er I've said or dORe&miss ;. 

And help me^ «v^fy day I live, 
Tdsecice <bee ketter than on this. 

l&Qiw^ wlkite J«Ieep be pleased to take 
A helpless ch&d beneatiktby care ^ 

And condescend^ Cor Jesus' sake, 
To UMfiB tp my evening prayer* 



mrz. us ttii* DAY oerR daily bread. 

FouifTAixaf blessings «r4^ bWss^d^ 
l&nriching afi, oif aUfMssessU ; 
By whom Hm 'wMr€9em^n's frd, 
0trm 9N(>^ ttttdk day, my 4aay biead . 

To ttuee m<f rerytifis-i owe. 
From thee-do «fi my eemlbfls tow ^ 
And ev'ry fcf <isi(iig' «^cii i need 
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Vtntii ^tAfign are not ^Imt I des»f«^ 
Nor dainty meat, nor rich attire -^ 
Content with little would I be — 
^hat little, Lopd, must come Arom 4h«^ 



A GRACE BEFORfi mN)i£:a> 

O THOUy who kindly destpro^ride 

For ev'ry creature's want! 
We bless Thee, God of nature wi€te> 

For all thy goodness lent ; 
And, if !t t^ieai^e Th«e, lieaVlily Oiddcy 

May never worse be sent ) 
But, whether granted '6t denied^ 

Xiord, bless us with contents — w^«t«fr« 



ON PUBLrc WORSHllT'i 

trORD, how delightful 'tis isb see 

A whole ass^nhly worship thee i 

Behold i in Unison they pray f 

They hear of heav'n, and learn the w«f « 

I have been there> and still wovld go j 
'Tis like a litUe heav'n below— 
Not all my pleasure* and my play 
Shall tempt me to forget this day» 
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V, write upon my iiicm'rj> Lord> 
Tb« texts and doctrines of thy word ) 
That 1 may break thy laws no more. 
But l6ve thee bett^ than before. 

With thoiifhts of Christ, and things divine^ 
FiU up this fooUsh heart of mine ) 
That, hoping pardon through his blood, 
1 may lie down and wake with God, 



TH£ ALL-SEEING GOD. 

Lord, thou hast searched and seen me through; 
Thine eye commands, with piercing view. 
My rising and my resting hours. 
My soul, my flesh, and all their pow'rs. 

My thoughts, before they are my own, 
Are to my God distinctly known ; 
He knows thewoyds I mean to speak. 
Ere from my op'ning lips they break. 

Within thy circling pow'r I stand j 
On ev'ry side I find thy hand — 
Awake, asleep, at home, abroad, 
I am surrounded still by God. 

Amazing knowledge, vast and great $ 
What large extent— what lofty height \ 
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My soul, witb aU Ifae powers I hotmL 
Is In tbe bofin4les8 prospect lost 

O, may tiiese tbo^ghis p owfm my breasl 
Where'er I rove> where'er I rest j 
Nor let my weaker passkma dare 
Cooseat io sto, for God is tbetew 



SUBIMBR EVENING. 

How ftnebas the day been, bow bright wa« the son ! 
How lovely and Joyful the course he has run ! 
Alttiough in a mist his career was begun. 

And there followed some droppings of rain : 
But now the fair traveller' s come to the West,. 
His rays are a!l gold, and his beauties are best> 
He paints the sky gay, as he sinks to bia rest. 

And foretells a bright visjuog agaiA. 

Just such Is the CbrisUan-^his course he begins. 
Like the sun in the mist, while he mourns for his smiS;» 
And melts into |jem»— then he |pfe$4is out and slif nes» 

And travels his hearen^y way : 
But when he coNMes Beaier to finish Jhia raee^ 
Like a fine setting jsim« he looks richiNr iu g«a£e> 
And gives a sure hope, at the end of his space^ 

Of rising in krtghier array. 
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THE GOD OF NATQ&B AND PROVlDESfcfe; 

Joint ev'ry toayne to pnJae the Lord> 
All nature resto upon bis V9<ftd ; 
Mercy and truth hte coiirte-inaintaini 
And own his anlversid reign. 

At his command, the morning ray 
Smiles in the East, and leads the day ) 
He guides tte snn's decltning wheels 
Beneath the verges of western Wlis. 

Seasons and times obey his voice. 
The ev'ning and the mom r^oice. 
To see the earth made soft with show'rs, 
Laden with fVtiiit and drest in flt)w'r8. 

'Tis from his wafry storts on hi)^, 
He gives the thirsty grounds supply ; 
He walks upon the clouds, and thenc^ 
Does his enriching drops dispense. 

The pastures smite itt grtcn ftrmy; 
* There lambs aiMl iwrger cattfe play ; 
The larger catUft fthd the latob. 
In different bikigtuige, speak thy wwn^; 

Thy works pk«iMitiic« ^y powV^itm, 
In all the eartH Hiy gh^let nhtM ; 
Through ev'ry Mon«h thy gifts nppetts- ; 
Great God! thy giwfiiesstiwms the year. 
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TUB GOOD EXAMPLE!/ 

^Esys Christ, my Lord and Sayiour, 
Once became a child like me : 

Oh, that in my whole behaviour., 
He my pattern 9UII might be. 

All my patur^ is unholy — 
Pride and passipn dwell vi^ithiD ; 

But the Lord was meek and lowly. 
And was never known to sin. 

While I'm often vainly trying 
Some new ^If^asure to possess ; 

He was always self-denying — 
Patient in his worst distress. 

Lord, assist a feeble creature ; 

Guide me by thy word of truth j 
Condescend to be my teacher 

Through my childhood and my youth. 

Often I shall be forgetfu) 

Of the lessons thou hast taught — 
Idle, passionate, i^d fretful, 

Or indulging foolish thought. 

Then permit me not to harden 

In my sin, and be content ; 
But bestow a gracious pardon, 

And assist me to repent. 
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COMPASSIOX. 

I HAVB found out a gift for mj- fair ; 
*Tis a nest where the wood -pigeons brce^ : 

But let me that plunder forbear- 
She will say 'tis a barbarous deed. 

For he rte'er cab be time, shie aven-'d^ 
Who can rob a poor bird of its youiig; 

And I lav'd her the more, when I heard 
Such tenderness fall from her tongue. 



THE NEGRt) BdY. 

[TAe AfHcan Priikce, who urns some ye/dUrs ago iH 
England, being asked what he had given for his 
watch f replied—*^ What I will never give again j 
I gave a fine hQt/for tY."} 

When avarice enslaves the mind. 

And selfish views alone bear sway ; 
Man turns a savage to his kind. 
And blood and rapine mark his way : 
Alas ! foir this poor simple toy, 
I sold a blooming J^egro Boy ! 

His father's hope, his mother's pride, 

Tho' black, yet comely to their view j 
i tore him helpless from their side, 
\ And gave him to a ruffian crew ; 

6 ? 
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To fiends that Aide's coast aiitioy> 
I sold the blooming Negro Boy. 

From parents, friends, and country torn^ 

His tender limbs in chains confin'dy 
I saw him o'er the billows borne. 
And mark'd his agony of mind : 
BntflliU, io gain tbk simple toy, 
I gave awayOe KefnrD Vt^jm 

|n isles that deck the vestem wave, 

I doom'd the hapless youth to dwell : 

A'poor, forlorn, insulted slave t 

A beast that CJkrisfiifiu buf and sell ! 

And in their cmel tasks employ 

ne mach*endnring Negro ifioy. 

His wretched parentv Umjg shall mown^ 

Shall long explore ihexUstantmain^ 
|n hopes to see the youth return : 
But all their hopes and sighs tare vain : 
They never shall the sight eqjoy 
Of their lamented Negro Boy. 

|3eneath a tyrant's harsh oommaiid. 

He wears away ills yanilbfiilpitaiey 
^ar distant from hi? native land, 
A stranger in a foreign clime : 
No pleasing thQi|ghtB jiis mind employ- 
A poor dejected Negro Boy. 
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Biit He who walks upon the wind. 

Whose voice in thunder's heard on high. 
Who doth the raging tempest bind. 
And hnrl the lightning thro' the sky. 
In his own limie ^11 sure destroy 
Th* oppressors of Ihe Ntgro Boy. 



SELF-EXAMINATION. 

Now, for a while, aside I'll lay 

My childish trifles and my play. 

And call my thoughts, which rove abroad. 

To view myself, and view my God. ^ ^ 

I'll look within, that I may see 

What I now am, what I must bfe. 

I am the creature of the Lord ; 

He made me by his powerful wor' : 

This body, in each curious part. 

Was wrought by his unfailing art ; 

From him my noble spirit came. 

My soul, a spark of heavenly flame ; 

That soul by which my body lives. 

Which thinks, and hopes, and joys, and grieves. 

And must in heaven or hell remain. 

When flesh is turn'd to dust again. 

What business then should I attend. 
Or what esteem my noblest end ? 
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Sure it consists'jn this aloDi^ 
That God, my maker, may be knonrti ; 
So knowii« tbat I may love Mm fitill^ 
And form my actions by his will^ 
That he may bless me while I Jive, 
And when I die 4nyiBoul receive — 
To dwell for ever in his sight. 
In perfect knowledge and delight. 



ON HEAy£J?. 

Far from the narrow scenes of night 

Unbounded glories vise. 
And realms of infinite delight. 

Unknown to moEtal (^yes. 

Fair distant land — could moctfd .eyes 
Sit half its charms explore. 

How would our spirits long to rise. 
And dwell on earth 00 m&ie I 

?rhere pain and sickness never come ; 

There grief no naore complfdns ; 
Health triumphs in immortal bloom. 

And purest pleasure reigns. 

No malice, strife, or envy, there. 
The sons of peace molest ^ 

But harmony, and love sincere. 
Fill ev'ry happy breast. 
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NoxJoud tli08<^ blisaXaJi .n^iions k^oWf 

For ever brj^t And fair ; 
For slD^ the ^urce of morUls' wo^^ 

Can never enter there* 

There no alternate ^i|sbt }g lmowii| 
Nor yet the si^cpDchin^ dcay $ 

JBnt glory from th* ^(^mel tbcoQe 
Spreads everlasting day* 

Qhl may this heavei^proispect^rf 
Oar hearts with ardent Ipve ! 

jMay lively faiths and«trpng4eAircu 
Bear ey'iy 4i^^ght alH^kve. 



GLQRY Tp GOD — M,QR^|NQ. 

A WAKE j my sota, ia^ovi^|th>llie sun 
Thy daily sti^e of duty,i;u|i^. 
Shake off dull sloth, .and early risQ 
To pay the iQornlRg i^ac^i^f^^ 

Redeem thy mispenttime that's past, 
A nd live this day as 'twere the last ; 
T* improve thy talents take due care 5 
'Gainst the iiri^aet daytthyself fg^fMe, 

Let all thy converse ibe^fincere. 
Thy conscience, as I^Mifnoondfty, <;|e(ur| 
Think Jiow th' Ml-s«el>^.Clpil)tl}y W8g»i, 
Apd all thy aecjp©til<iOp»l^f j-fsfti^v^sy*. 
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'Wake, and lift up thyself, my heairt. 
And with the angels bear thy part, 
Who all night long unwearied sing 
Glory to th' eternal King. 

Glory 16 thee, who safe hastkept^ 
And hast refresh'd me whilst I slept ; 
Grant, Lord, when I frt)'m d'e^th ^hall wake, 
1 may of endless joy partake. 

Lord, I my vows to thee renew ; 
Scatter my sins as morning dew ; 
Guard my first springs of thought and will. 
And with thyself my spirit fiH. 

Direct, controul, suggest, this day. 
All 1 design, or do, or say ; 
That all my pow'rs, with all their might, 
in thy sole glory may unite. 

Praise God, from whom all blessings flow ; 
Praise him^ all creatures here below ; 
Praise him above, y'angelic host ; 
Praise Father> Son-, aiid lioly Ghost: 



. GLt)RY TO GOD — EVENtNG. 

Glory to thee, my God, this night, 
Forr all the blessings of the light ; 
Keep me, O keep me. King of kings, 
Undtr thine own Almighty wings. 
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Ftq^i:^ me, Lord, tar Ihy dear Soxn, 
The Ui»9 5^hkh I ti^« day bare 4mte i 
That iHthIhe world, myself amd ihw^ 
I, e*«f I sleep, ^ peace nay !>€. 

O *. may m^ sonl^m thee repose, 
AMd wKh 6w«et«leep my eyelids close $ 
(Sleep, ibatcaay me more active am^se, 
Toaerv« my 6od, when i«wake. 

Teach me to live, that I may dread. 
The grave as little as my bed ; 
Teach me to die, that so I may. 
With joy behold the jndgment (lay. 

If wakeful in. the nin^ht | lie| 
My soul with heavenly thoUglits supply, 
liOtno ill dreams disturb merest. 
No poWn of darkness me ;nplest. 

1^ my M9»t gaardign, whjAe I sl^e^, 
Hjs watchful sINto II0AI' JVae JiQ#p ; 
My heart with lof^ oele^s^ m, 
J^pd save vie from ^' jtfgproaeh ftf 1% 



THE ^mm^v. 

At Iho Qlose of the day^ when the ham|f t,i« Mtfl> 
And mortals the-syepetSiQ^il^i^Ket^ttl^aSBpiOTe, 

When npiighti^ut thetpr^ffenjt 4s jbeard Au ik» UVi, 
Andnpn^l^biitthe n|fi]tiDgale!s.90i« In th»§we$ 
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'Twas thuf) by the cave of a moMntain aftur; 

Whil« his harprung^ symphonious, a hehntt becan; 
No more with himself, or with nature atwar> 

He thoug^ht as a sage, tho' he felt as a man. 

' Ah ! why thus abandoned to darkness and woe ? 

'^ Why, lone Philomela, that languishing fall ? 
** For spring shall return, and a boon shall bestow, 

'' And sorrow no longer thy bosom enthral ; 
" But, if pity inspire thee, r^ew thy sad lay, 

'' Mourn, sweetest complainer, man calls thee to, 
*' mourn, 
'' Oh! soothe him whose pleasures, like thine pass away, 

*' Full quickly they pass, but they never retun^ 
<* Now, gliding: remote on the verge of the sky, 

*^ The moon, half extinguished, her crescent displays, 
" But lately I marked when mi^estic on high 

" She shone, and the planets were lost in her rays. 
''Roll on, tiiou fair orb ! and, with gladness, pursue 

*' The path that conducts thee to splendour again ; 
" But, man's faded glory! what change shlall renew ? 

''Ah ! fool ! to exult in a glory so vain. 
" *Tis night, and the landscape is lovely no more, 

" 1 mourn, but, ye woodlands, I mourn not for you, 
<* For morn is returning your charms to restore, 

"Perfumed with fresh fragrance, and glittering with 
'* dew *: 
" Noi- yet for the ravage of winter I mourn, 

" Kind nature the embryo blossom will Save j 
" But, vheh will spring visit the mouldering ur«4 

** Oh! when will it dawa on the night of the grave' 
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« 'Twas th|is, by the glare of false science betrttyedj, 

** That leads to bewilder, and dazzles to blind, 
*' My thoughts wont to rove from shade onward to shade, 

" Destruction before me, and sorrow behind : 
'• Oh ! pity, great Father of light 1 then, I cried, 

** Thy creature, who fain wouid not wander from theej 
*' Lo ! humbled in dust, I relinquish my pride^ 

'* From doubt and from darkness thou only canst free. 

" And darkness and doubt are now flying away, 

" No longer I roam in coivjecture forlorn, 
*' So breaks on the traveller faint and astray^ 

" The bright and the balmy eflFulgenc«» of morn. 
*' See truth, love, and mercy, in triu descending, 

'* And nature all glowing in Eden's first bloom i 
f* On the cold cheek of death smiles and roses ar^ 
" blending, 

f* And beauty^ immortal, awakes from the tomb." 



4 MORA^ REFLECTION. 
fVritten on the last day of the year 1823, 

Eighteen hundred and twenty-three 

Is now for ever past ; 
Eight^n hundred and twenty- four 

Will fly away as fast. 

But whether life's uncertain scene 

Shall hold an equal pace j 
Or whether death shall come betweei) 

And end my mortal race j 
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br whether sickna^k^ paiti> or health; 

My iiilure lot shall be ; 
Or Whether ^i^ierty or wealtfc*^-^ 

Is all unknown to me* 

OM thihg t ktiow, thiLt hei^dM 'HU 

Td Watfch With CtiftM ftyfe ; 
'^inte lev'i^ liefUseit i^^ut tdiltsiB 

T66 We8 I ]to!>tr Whtit {^^^cious houini 
My W^&^Wahi (i&Miditd t(fftfif6 ; 

▲nd> Oh ! I fbe! fliy ttiOitAi poi^^llt 
T6 duH ttUt) dhtki^ss hftist^. 

tSarth rolls her rapid seasons roi]nd> 

^o meet her dnal ^e; 
But virtue is with gtory crowh'd^ 

Though suiis and stars expire. 

What awful thought I what truth sublime 

What useful lesson this ! 
Oh ! let ifid i^ell tmpfb^e^y tltne ) 

Oh M intRdidinpM«»\ 



f HE LORD WlU. PHOVtM.. 

Though troubles assail^ 

And d'atos^6i^ tilft-ij^ht,— 
Though friends shoutd JEill llEu)^ 

Atodfbesalluftltej 
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Yet ORO thing secures as, 

Whatever betide, 
The scriptare assures ns. 

The Lord wiil provide. 

The birds wiCbout bam 

Or store-bouse are fed. 
From them let us learn. 

To trust for our bread | 
To his saints what is fittinjj^ 

Shall ne'er be denied, 
So long as 'tis written. 

The Lord will provide. 

We may,' like the ships. 

By tempest be tost 
On perilous deeps. 

But cannot be lost : 
Though Satan enrages 

The wind and the tide. 
The promise engages 

The Lord will provide. 

His call we obey. 

Like Abr'ham, of old, 
Not knowing our way. 

But faith makes us bold ; 
For though we are strangers. 

We have a good guide, 
And trust, in all danger8. 

The Lord will provide. 
H 
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When Satifti appears 

To stop up our patliy 
And fill us with fears, 

We triumph ty faith ; — 
Ht cannot take from us. 

Though oft he has tried. 
This heart- cheering promise. 

The Lord will provide. 

He tells u^ we're weak. 

Our hope is in vain, 
The good that \^ seek 

We ne'er, shall obtain ^ 
But when such siigge«tio»» 

Our spirits have tried, 
Thi« answers all questions. 

The Lord will provide. 

No strength of our own, 

Or goodness we claim ; 
Yet since we have known, 

The Saviour's great name. 
In this our strong tower. 

For safety we hide^ 
The Lord is our power. 

The Lord will provide. 

When fled is our youth. 
And death is in sight 

The word of hf« truth 
Shall still be our light; 
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Though tcinpeste may lower, 
With Christ on our side. 

E'en in death's darke^^t hour. 
Our God will provide. 



THE GOLDEN MEAN. 

He that holds fast the golden mean. 
And lives contentedly between 
) The litUe and the great, 
Feels not the wants that pinch the poor. 
Nor plagues that haunt the rich man's door, 
Imbitt'riug all his state. 

The tallest pines feel most the pow> 
Of wintry blast; the loftiest tow'r 

Comes heaviest to the ground. 
The bolts that span the mountain's side^ 
His cloud-capt eminence divide ; 

And spread the ruin round. 



DAVID AND GOLIAH. 

By whom was David taught 
To aim the dreadful blow. 
When he Goliah fought. 
And laid the Gittite low ? 
No sword nor spear the stripling took^ 
Bat chose a pebble from the brook, 
h2 
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'Tvras Israel's God and King: 

Who sent him to the hghi 
Who gave him strength to sling. 
And skill to aim aright. 
Ye leeble saints, your strength endures. 
Because young David's God is yours. 

Who order'd Gideon forth, 

To storm th' invader's camp. 
With arms of little worth, 
A pitcher and a lamp ? 
The trumpet made his coming known. 
And all the host was overthrown. 

Oh ! I have seen the day, 

When with a single word, 
God helping me to say, 
My trust is in the Lord, — 
My soul has.quell'd a thousand foes. 
Fearless of all that could oppose. 

But unbelief, self- will. 

Self-righteousness and pride. 
How often do they steal 
My weapon from my side ? 
Yet David's Lord and Gideon's friend. 
Will help his sen'ants to tlie end. 
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THE RIGHTEOUS BLESSED. 

Bow bles'd is he who ne'er consents 
By ill advice to walk, ^ 

Nor stands in sinners' ways, nor sits 
Where men profanely talk ; 

But makes the perfect law of God 

His practice and delight ; 
Devoutly reads thereof by day. 

And meditates by night. 

Like some fair tree, which fed by streams^ 

With timely fruit doth bendj 
He still shall flourish, and success 

His just designs attend. 

Ungodly men and their attempts 

No lasting rest shall find ; 
Untimely blasted and dispers'd 

Like chaff before the wind. 

For God approves the just man's ways ; 

To happiness they tend ; 
But all the paths which sinners tread^ 

In shame and ruin end. 
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TRCK KESIGXATIOX. 

On hud I the wings of a dove, 

I'd mnhv my escape hikI be gone ; 
I'd mix with the spidts nhove. 

Who enc<»inpa»it yon heavenly throne : 
yd fly from till labttnr and (oil. 

To the place where the weary have rest j 
Yd haste from contention and broil, 

To the peacefal aboiJc of tlte We-st. 

How happy arelhey who no more 

Have to fear the assauKfj of the fi>9f 
Arriv'd on the heavenly shore, 

They havt left all their conllirts below. 
They are far from all danger and fear, 

While remembrance enhances tlieir joys : 
As the storaii when escap'd, will endear ' 

The retreat that the havco supplies. 

Around that majpiificeut Cltione^ 

Where the Liynb all hi$ glory displays ; 
United for ever in one, 

His people are singing his praise. 
How holy, how happy are they ! 

No tongue can express their delight ! 
My soul, now unwilling to stay. 

Prepares fpr her heavenly flight, 

put why do I wish to he gone ? 
Po I want from th« danger to flee ? 
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And qliRll I do nothins: for \)ne, 
Who was onc€ such a siiflF'rcr few me ? 

Oh Lord ! let ine think of the day 
When thou wast" it^ectedof men,'* 

A«d put the base A^itih far away*, 
And never be fearful agaia. 

-Nor less my perrerseness forgive, 

That when ease and prosperity come* 
Thy servant is willing to live, 

And his ^xi^e prefers to his home : 
Oh Lord ! what a creature am I, 

8ure nothing can heighten my guilt : 
Forgive me, fiorgivf me I cry. 

And mi^e me whcttevQr thou wilt. 



• WE ARE SEVEN. 

A<imple child, dear brother Jcm> 

That lightly draws its breath. 
And feels its life in ev'ry limb. 

What should it know of death. 

1 met » little cottage girl, 
She was eight grears old, she said ; 

Her heir was thick with many a curl, 
TJiat clustered round her head. 

M 4 
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She had a rastic woodland air^ 

And she was wildly clad ; 
Her face wa» fiur, and very fair^ 

Her beauty made me gladt 

Sisters and brothers, little maid ,. 

How many may you be ? 
How many? — seven ia ally^—sbe saic^ 

And wond*riHg> look'd at me. 

And where are they? I pray you tell> 
She answer'd, sev*n are we. 

And two of OS at Conway dwell. 
And two are gone to sea. 

Two of OS in the Church-yard lie, 

A sister and a brother : 
And in the Church- yard cottage, I 

Dwell near them, with my mothers 

You say that two at Conway dwell. 

And two are gone to sea ; 
Yet you are seven, I pray you tell,< 

Sweet maid how can this be ? 

Then did the little maid reply. 
Seven boys and girls are we ; 

Two of us in the Churcb-yard lie. 
Beneath the ChuPcS-yard tree* 

Yon run about, my little maid. 
Your limbs they are aHTe> 
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If two are in the Church -yard laid. 
Then you are only five. 

Their graves are green, they may be seen. 

The little maid replied, 
Twelve stepR or more, from my mother's door. 

And they are side by side. 

Biy stockingfs there I often knit^ 

My kerchief there I hem ; 
And there upon the ground I sit, 

I sit and sing to them. 

And often after sunset. Sir, 

When it is light and fair 5 
I take my little porringer. 

And eat my supper there. 

The first that died, was little Jane, 

In bed she moaning lay ^ 
'Till God released her of her pain. 

And then she wetit away. 

So in the Church-yard, she was laid. 

And all the summer dry; 
Together round her grave we play *d, 

My brother John and I. 

And when the ground was white with snow ^ 

And I could run and slide ; 
My brother John was forced £o go, 

And he lies by her side. 
u 5 
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Horn* many ari» yon then, said I, 
If they two are in heaven ; ' 

The little maiden did reply, 
O master ! we are seven. 

Bat they are dead, those two are dead ! 

Their spirits are in heav'n ! 
*TwaB throwing^ words away, for still 
The little maid would have her will. 

And said -Nay, we are seven. 



RELIGION 



llBLieioir is the chief conccnif 

Of mortals here below; 
May 1 its great importance learn, 

Ito sovereign virtue kno^. 

Religion sbonld onr thoughts engage. 
Amidst our youthtul hloom ; 

'TwiU fit OS for declining age. 
And for the awftil tomb. 

O may my heart,1>y grace renewed, 
Be my Redeemer's throne ; 

And be my stnbbom will subdued, 
His government to own. 

I^et deep repentance, faith and love^ 
Be joined with godly fear. 



U 
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And all aj conversation pr^re. 
My fi^ai't to ba sincere. 

Preserve me from tiie snares of lin^ 
Through my remaining: dayK j 

And in me let each virtue shine. 
To my Redeemer's praise. 

Let lively hope my soul inspire^ 
Let warm aifection rise ; 

And nrkay I wait with strong desire, 
'JTo mount.above the slues. 



CHRISTIAN UNITT. 

How pleasing is the seene, bow sweet. 
Where Christi^ii souls in friendship jaio. 

Whose car^ and Joys united meet, 
In bonds of charity divine ! 

Less firagrant was the ointment pour'd 

On Aaron's consecrated head, 
When balmy odours ricMy show*r'd^ 

Wide o'er his sacred vesture spread. 

Notflow'ry Hermon e'er displayed, 
Impearl'd with dew, a fairer sight. 

Nor Sion's beauteous hills arrayed 
In golden beams of morniag liyht. 
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On thcte the L«rd indal|fent sheds> 
His kindest gifts, a heavenly store ; 

With life innnortal crowns their heads. 
When time's frail comforts charm no m*i^ 



TO A CHILD FIVE YEIiK% OLtr. 

Fairbst flow'r, all flow'rs excelliag. 
Which in Eden's garden grew — 

Flow'rs of Eye'^embower'd dwelling,: 
Are, my fair one, types of yon. 

Mark, my Polly, how the roses 
Emulate thy damask cheek $ 

How the bud its sweets disclose^. 
Bods thy opening bloom bespeak.. 

Lilies are,, by plain direction. 

Emblems of a double kind ; 
Emblems of thy fair complexion. 

Emblems of thy fairer mind. 

Bat, dear gid, both fic^w'rs and.bei^uty,; 

Blossom, fade, and die away ; 
Then pursue good sense and duty. 

Evergreens tiiat ne'er decay. 



WISDOM, 



Eae God ha4 huilt the mountains- 
Or rais'd the fruitful hiik ^ 
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Before he fili'd the fountains 
' That fed the running rills ; 
In me from ^verlastihgy 

The wonderful I am. 
Found pleasure never wasting:, 

And wisdom is my name. 

When, like a tent to dwell in. 

He spread the skies abroad. 
And swath'd about the swelling^ 

Of ocean's mighty flood ; 
He wrought by weight and measure. 

And I was with him then. 
Myself the Father's pleasure. 

And mine the sonsofmen. 

Thus wisdom's words discover 

Thy glory and thy grace, 
Thou everlasting lover 

Of our unworthy race ! 
Thy gracious eye survey'd us 

Ere stars were seen above ; 
Iti wisdom thou hast made us. 

And died for us in love. 

And coiildst thou be delighted 
With creatures such as we, 

Who, when we saw thee — slighted. 
And nail'dthee to a tree 
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Ciffa:tbom{U>le wonder^ 

And mystery divine I 
'fhe voice that speake in ttiunder 

Says, " Sinner, 1 11114 ttiine." 



FORGIVENESS. 

Tffus wisdom speaks aloud, and yejt 

Pridejiardly will resign ; 
Though to forgive and to forget,. 

Is^odlike— is divine. 

When iivjur-d I can scarce tell hovr 

To pasf the ii\|ury by ; 
My angry spirit will not bow, 

Nor let resentment die. 

The heaving bilfows sweU withitr. 

Till all is4empest grown ^ 
And thus I share another's sin. 

And, make his guilt my own. 

But come^ my proud, my selfish hearty 
One serious thought bestow ', 

Do I thpis act the Christian part? 
Has Jesus acted so ? 

fivst the reverse : his generous breast 

Did kind compassion move ; 
When sinners cursed— the Saviour blevt^ 

Andinj'riesjiaid with love. 
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^lthoas:b by wiiked hands be died. 
With the last breath he drew 

f* Father forgive/' he sweetly cried, 
Hlmsel^forgave them too. 

Jesus ! 1 hide my head in shame ; 

I blnsh aod weep to see. 
That I who wear thy sacred name. 

No more conform to thee. 

O the sharp pangs he underwent. 
To clear my guilty score 1 

And shall I trifling wrongs resent? 
No, I'll resent no more ! 

I'll seize th* offending brother's baiid| 
And call him still my friend ; 

My angry passions I'll disband. 
And ey'ry quarrel end. 

Why should we differ by the way ? 

Why should dissentions come ? 
We hope to spend an endless day. 

In one eternal home. 

While others their punctilios boast. 
Lord, bend my stubborn will; 

For he that condescends the most. 
Remains the victor still. 

4 

pain would I imitate my Lord, 
And bear each cross event f 



y Google 



132 

Ilnmillty's it« own reward ; 
But pride's a pnnisbment. 

Come bJesflod Spirit, beav'nly dove, 
Descend on balmy wingfs ; 

Come, tune my passions all to love. 
And strike the peaceful strings. 

Jesus, my lon^ng soul shall wait. 
And near thy feet adore ; 

Till I shall reach that blissful state. 
Where discord is no more. 



THE SHORTNESS OF TIME AND THE FKATLTVOr 
MAN. 

Almighty Maker of my fratne. 
Teach me the measure of my days ; 
Teach me to know how frail I am. 
And 8|>end the remnant to thy praise. 

My days are shorter than a span ; 
A little point my life appears ; 
How frail, at best is dying man ! 
How vain are all his hopes and fears. 

Vain bis ambition, noise, and show ! 
Vain are the cates which rack his mind ! 
He heaps up treasure mixed with woe, 
And dies, and leaves them all behind. 
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Ob, be a nobler portion mine : 
My God ! I bow before thy throne ; 
Earth's fleeting treasures I resi^fn, 
And fix my hope on thee alone. 



VANITY OF LIFE 

The evils that beset our p^th 

Who can prevent or cure ? 
We stand upon the brink of death, 

When most we seem secure. 

tf we to day sweet peace possessi 

It soon may be withdrawn ; 
Some change may plunge us in distress, 

Before to-morrow's dawn. 

Disease and pain invade our health. 

And find an easy prey; 
And oft, when least expected, wealth 

Takes wings and flies away. 

A fever or a blow can shake 

Our wisdom's boasted rule. 
And of the brightest genius, make, 

A madman or a fool. 

The gourds from which we look for fruit, 
Produoe us only pain ; 
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A worm UQse«« attacks the rw)t. 
And all our hopes are Tain. 

I pity thoiie who Reek no more, 

Than snrh a world can give ^ 
Wretched they are, and blind, and poor. 

And dying while they live. 

Since sin has fill'd the earth with woe. 

And creatures fade and die; 
2>4>rd> wean our hearts from things below^ 

And fi$ our liojies on high. 



THE FIG-TREE, 

4>NE awful word which Jesus spoke 
Against the tree which bore no fruit,. 

More piercing than the lightning's stroke. 
Blasted and dried it to the root. 

Bnt could a tree t!ie Lord offend, 
To make him sho-w his judgments thus ? 

He surely had a farther end 
To b« a warning word to us. 

The fjg-tree by its leaves was known, 

But having not a fig to show, 
It brought a heavy sentence down, 

*' Let iioue hweafter on thee grow," 
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T©o mavy who the li^ospel hear. 
Whom Sfttan binds, aod sin deccivpKy 

We to this fig-ti'ce may t'ompare, 
They yield no fruit, but only leaves. 

Knowledge, aud zeat, uud ftifU, aud ta^k, 
Unless combln'd with fuitii aud love, 

"And witness'd by a g^Kpel-walk, 
Will not a true profensioii prove. 

Without the frajt the Lord expert's, 
Knowietige will make our stiite the worse ; 

The barren trees he Btlll r^yerts, 

And KOOQ wiH blast them with his curse. 

O Lord, unite our hearts in prayer ! 

On each of us Uiy i^pirit send, 
That we the fruits of grace may bear. 

And And aeceptimce in the end. 



MAKTHA AND MARY. 

Martha her love and Joy cxpress'd^ 
By care to entertain her guest; 
While M^y sat Jto h^ar her Lord, 
And could not bear to lose a word. 

The principle in both the same, 
^rjoduc'd in each a ditFrent ixim j 



y Google 



136 

The one Vo feast the Lord was led. 
The other waited to be fed. 

But Mary chofie Die better part. 
Her Saviour's word refresh 'd her heart; 
While bnsy Martha angry grew. 
And lort her time, and temper too. 

With warmth sbe lo her sister Rpeke^ 
But brought upon herself rebuke : 
^"^ One thing is needful, and but one. 
Why do thy thoughts on many run 3** 

How oft are we like Martha -rex^d, 
EncumberM, hurried, and perplex'd ? 
While trifles so engross our though^ 
The one thing needful is forgot. 

Teach ns,0 God, this thing to choose. 
Which they who gain can never lose; 
Sufficient in itself alone. 
And needliil were the world our own. 

Let grov'ling hearts the world admire. 
Thy love is all that I require ! 
Gladly I may the rest resign. 
If the one needful thing be mine. 
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THE WORLD P4.SSETH AW^T. 

Though all these things substantial seen?. 
The world itself is but a dream> 

And soon must pass away : 
Tlie things tliat variously employ, — 
That yield us either grief or joy. 

Must see their finld day. 

Haw sweet to have our portion there; 
Where sorrow never comes^nor Gare>- - 

And nothing will remove ; 
We then may hear without a sigh. 
The world's de8tractk)n to be nigh ; 

Our treasure is above* 

How sweet to know the Saviour's name. 
The Saviour who in mercy came. 

And vanquish'd all our foes : 
On him, as on a solid rock. 
Our hope is built, and stands the shock 

Of ev'ry storm that blows. 

Then, let a world of shadows go, — 
It matters not, his people know 

Their treasure still is sure j 
' Tis laid up there where »}othing fadeS;, 
No rust consumes, no thief invades,— 

And thus it is secure. 
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MUTUAL RXHORTATIOX 

While in the world we still remain. 
We only meet to part as^ain ; 
But when we reach the heav'nly shorcy 
We then shall meet to part no more. 

The hope that we should see that day, 
Should ehase our present gpriefs away , 
A few short years of conflict past, 
We meet around the ttiroite At last. 

Then let us here improre our hours,* 
Improve them to a Saviour's praise; 

To him with zeal devote our powVs, 
And mn with joy in wisdom's ways. 

Let Idl our meetini^s now be made 
Subservient to each other's good ; 

For worldly joys must quiclcly fade. 
Nor can they yield substantial food. 

Whene'er requir'd to part from those, 
With whom the truth unites us here. 

We'll call to mind the joyful close. 
When Christ the Saviour will appear. 

Then shall his saints all meet again. 
For so his word of promise says i 

With him for ever to remain, 
And slbg his everlasting praise* 
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THE BRIGHT AND MOR\IN'« STA»^ 

Y« worlHs of lig^bt that roll so near 
The Saviour's throne of shining hliss; 

Oh! tell how mean your jflories are. 
How faint ai>d few, comparM with lii*»* 

We sing the bright and morning stary 
Je^us t)je si>ring of light and love: 

See ho\^ its rays, diffus'd from far. 
Conduct us to the realms above ! 

Uh cheering beam? spread wide abroad. 
Point out the doubtful christian's way;- 

Still as he goes, he finds the road 
Enlightened with a constant day^ 

Thus, when the eastern nimgf broughC 
Their spicy gifts, a star appeared. 

To guide them to the good they sought, — 
To keep them from the 111 they feard, 

O joy ! to reach that heavenly place. 
From darkness, as from sorrow far. 

Where through the boundless fields of space 
Forever shines the morning star,. 
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GOD OUR LIGHT. 

P Gop, my 8aii> tby blissful ray^ 
Can warm, rejoice, and guide my heart ; 

How dark, how mournful are my days, 
If thine enliv'uins: beams depart! 

Scarce through the shades a glimpse of day 

Appears to these desiring eyes ; 
But shall my drooping spirits say. 

The cheerful morn will never rise? 

O let me not despairing mourn. 

Though gloomy darkness spreads the sky ; 
My glorious sun will yet return. 

And night with all its horrors fly. 

O for the bright, the Joyful day. 
When hope shall in fruition die ! 

As tapers lose their feeble ray, 
Beneath the sun's refulgent eye. 



THE WISDOM OF GOO. 

Wait, O my soul, thy Maker's will j 
Tumultuous passions, all be still ! 
Nor let a murm'ring thought arise j 
His ways are just, his counsels wise. 
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He in the thickest darkness dweik. 
Perform* bis work — the cause conceals ; 
Bat though his methods are unknown, 
Judgment and truth support hSs throne. 

In heaven, and earth, and air, and 8eas> 
He executes his firm decrees ; 
And by his saints it stands confest. 
That what he does is ever best. 

Wait, then, my soul, submissive wait. 
Prostrate, before his awful seat $ 
And 'midst the terrors of bis rod. 
Trust in a wise and gracious God. 



THE LORD OUR GUIDE. 

Guide me, Q thou great Jehovah, 
Pilgrim through this barren land, 

I am weak, but thou art mighty, 
Hold me with thy powerful hand. 

Open, Lord, the sacred fountain. 
Whence the healing streams do flow ; 

Let the fiery, cloudy pillar. 
Lead me all my Journey through. 

When I tread the verge of Jordan, 

Bid my anxious fears subside ) 
Death and Satan's mighty victor, 
' Land me safe on Canaan's side. 
J ■ ■ 
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tHE 6REATXKS.SANDC0XnESCKNSI0N OF *>0^i 

l5iMonTAi,Kmg! through earth's wide fr/une, 
How great thy honor, praise, and name ; 
\V hose reign o'er distant worlds extends, 
Whose glory heaven's vast height transcends. 

When wrapt in thought with wakeful eye. 
We view the wonders of the sky, 
Whose frame thy fingers, o'er our head< 
In rich magnificence have spread* 

The silent moon, with waxing horri. 
Along th' ethereal region borne ; 
The stars with vivid lustre crown'd. 
That nightly walk theJr destin'd round. 

Lord, what is man, that in thy care. 
His humble lot should find a share ; 
Or what the son of man, that thou, 
Thus to his wants thy ear should'st bow^ ? 

Subjected to his feet by thee, 
To him all nature bows the knee ; 
The beasts in hira their Lord behold^ 
The grazing herd, the bleating fold. 

The fowls of various wing, that fly 
O'er the vast desert of the sky ; 
And all the watery tribes that glide, 
Through paths to human sight dcny'd^ 
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Imii^oriul King: through earth's M'ide tVorae 
H<»\v great tliy honor, praise, an4 tt«»Mf . 
Whose reign o'er distant world* extends, 
Wbose glory heav'us vast betj^bt trausveuds. 



•THE LORD OHR DRPENCK 

If ow are tliy servant^ hle^t, O Lord ! 

How sure is their defence ! 
Eternal wisdom is their ^uidtf* 
Their help Omnipotence. 

In forei^ reaini<«, and la«d« remote^ 

Supported by thy care, , 

Through burningr r.Iimes I passM nnhnrt* 
And breath'd in tainted air. 

Thy mercy sweeten'd ever^^ toil, 

Made^revery re^on please ; 
The hoary Alpine hills it warni'd, 

And smoothed tlie Tyrrhene sei«. 

Tliink, O my scul» devoutly thinkj 

fiow with aiTrighted eyes, 
Tbou saw'st the wid« e^leiidwl deep. 

In all itn horrors rUi*. 

C.'onfuston dwell }n every fare. 

And fear in cvrry heart ^ 
When wi^ye« on wave?, and gulphs fn gtilpli*, 

P eftans* the pilot !« art . 

'12 
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Yet, then, from all iny griefs, O Lord, 

Thy mercy set me free j 
W !i ' l8t, in the confidence of prayer. 

My soul took bold on thee. 

For though in dreadful whirls we hung. 

High on the broken wave, 
I knew thou wert not slow tobecur, 

Nor impotent to save. 

The storm was laid, the winds retlr'd. 

Obedient to thy Will J 
The sea that roar'd at thy command. 

At thy command was still. 

In midst of dangpers, fears, and death, 

Thy goodness I'll adore; 
And praise thee for thy mercies past. 

And humbly hope for more. 

My life— if thou preserv'st my life. 

Thy sacrifice shall be ; 
And death, if death must be my doom, 

Shall join my soul to thee. 



OUU ETERNAL HOME. 

Oh God our help in ages past. 
Our hope for'years to come, 

Our shelter fipom the stormy blast. 
And our eternal home ^ 
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I'nder the j«hiuIo\v of thy tbrfine, 
Thy saints have dwelt secure ; 

feiufficieiJt is thy arm alone. 
And our defenc« is sure. 

Before the liill» in order stftoti, 
Or earth receivd her frame ; 

From everlasting: thou art God, 
To endless years the same. 

A^thousaiid ages in thy sight. 

Are like an evening gone ; 
Short as the watch that ends the nighi, 

Before the risings «un. 

The busy tribes of flesh and blwMl, 
With all their cares and fears, 

Are carried downward by the flood. 
And lost in following years. 

Time, like an ever-rolling streaoiy 

Bea|rs all its sons away ; 
They fly, forgotten, as a dream 

Dies at the op'ning day. 

O God, our help in ages past, 
Our hope for years to eome ; 

Be thou our guard while troubles last, 
And our eternal home. 

i3 
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THE CREATION. 

Begin, my sou], th' exalted lay, 
Let each enraptur'd thought obey. 

And praise 4h' Almighty's name ; 
Lo ! heaven and earth, and seas and skies. 
In one melodious concert rise 

To swell th' inspiring theme. 

Ye fields of light, celestial plains. 
Where gay transporting beauty reigns, 

Ye scenes divinely fair ! 
Your Maker's wond'rous power proclaim. 
Tell how he form'd your shining frame. 

And breath 'd the fluid air. 

Ye angels catch the thrilling sound. 
While all th' adoring thrones around 

His boundless mercy sing; 
Let every iist'ning saint above. 
Wake all the tuneful soul of love. 

And touch the sweetest string. 

Join, ye loud spheres, ye vocal choir : 
Thou dazzling orb of liquid fire. 

The mighty chorus aid I 
Soon as gray ev'ning gilds the plain, 
Thou moon protract the melting strain 

And praise him in the shade. 
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Thoti heaven of heavens, his vast abode. 
Ye clouds, proclaim your forming God, 

Who called yon worlds from night : 
^ Ye shades disperse,'' th' Eternal said^ 
At once th' involving darkness fied^ 

And nature sprang to light. 

Whate'er a blooming world contains. 
That wings the air, that skims the plains, 

United praise bestow : 
Ye dragons, sound his awRd name 
To heaven aloud, and roar acclaim 

Ye swelling deeps below; 

Let ev'ry element rejoice 

Ye thunders burst with awfol voice, 

To him who bade you roll : 
His praise in soften 'd notes declare, 
£ach whisp'ring breeze of yielding air. 

And breathe it to the soul : 

To Him, ye graceful cedars bow, 
Ye towering mountains bending lowy 

Your great Creator own ; 
Tell, when affrighted nature shook, 
How Sinai kindl'd at his look. 

And trembl'd at his frown. 

Ye flocks that haunt the humble vale, 
Ye insects fluttering on the gale. 
In mutual concert rise ,• 

I 
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(;*op tbe gay rose's vermeil fari#om, 
Apd n'aft its spoils a sweet perfume, 
In iucense to the skies. 

Wake, all ye mountain tribes, and sing j^ 
Te plumy warblers oi" t^e spring. 

Harmonious anthems raise 
To him who sbap'd your finer mould, 
M^ho tipp'd your glitfring wings with gol4» 

And tun'd your voice to praise. 

Let man, by nobler passions sway'd, 
'l^he feeling heart, the judging head, 

III heavenly praise employ ; 
Spread his tremendous name around, 
'^ill heaven's broad arch rings back the npunjip 

Thc^gen'ral burst of joy. 



ITBE PIIAISE OFTHB REDEEMER. 

Mighty God, while angels bless thee. 
May an infant lisp thy name? 

liOrd of,men as well as angels^ 
Thou art every creature's theme. 

liord of every land and nati<}n. 

Ancient of eternal days : 
Siounded through tht wide creatioii. 

9e thy j^t and lawful praise. 
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For the grandeur of thy nature 
Grand beyond a seraph's thought 5 

For created works of power, 
Works with skill and kindness wrought ; 

For thy providence, that governs 
Through thine empire's wide domain* 

Wings an angel, guides a sparrow; 
Blessed foe thy gentle reign. 

But thy rich, thy free redemption. 
Dark through brightness all along; 

Thought is poor, and poor expression ; 
Who dare slag that awful song ? 

Brightness of the Father's glory. 
Shall thy praise unutter'd lie ? 

Fly, my tongue, such guilty silence; 
Sing the Lord who came to die. 

Did archangels sing tliy coming? 

Did the shepherds learn their lays ? 
Shame would cover me ungrateful. 

Should my tongue refuse to praise. 

From the highest throne in glory. 

To the cross of deepest woe ; 
All to ransom guilty captives ! 

Flow, my praise, for ever flow. 

Go, return, immortal Saviour, 
Leave thy footstool, talre thy throne ; 
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Thence return and reign for ever. 
Be (be kingdom all thine own. 



THE GREAT P»V5SI€IAN'. 

pBB|> are the wounds which sin has oiade | 
Where Miall the sinner fipd a cifre t 

In vain> alas is nature's aid ; 
The work exceeds all nature s powV. 

Apd can no sovVeign balm be found ; 

And ii no kind physician nigh. 
To ease the pajn, ai)4 hcjal the wound. 

Ere life and hope for ever fly. 

There is a great fihys fcian near. 
Look up/ O faintini^ soi|l, and liy^; 

See in bis heavenly smiles appear 
Such ease as nature cannot give. 

See in thy dying Saviour's blood 
Life, health, and bliss abundant ftow j 

'Tis only this aU:p.Qwerful flood 

Can ease thy pain, and heal thy woe. 

Sin throws in vain its pointed dart. 
For ilpw a sov'reign caw is foaud,, — 

^ cordial for the fainting heart, 
jl^ bahn for er'ry painful weaud. 
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THE EXAMPLK OF CHftfST. 

BenoLti where in a mortal fornl 

Appears: each ^race divine j 
The virtues all in Jesus njet, 

With mildest radiance shine.; 

The largest lovo of human kin ', 

Inspired his Godlike breast j 
In deeds of mercy, words of peace> 

His kindness was expressed. 

To spread the rays of heav'nly light> 

To give the mourner joy. 
To preach gJad tidings to the poor^ 

Was bis divine employ. « 

Lowly in heart to all, his Mends 

A friend abd servant found, 
He wash'd their feet and wi^'d their tears, 

And beai*d each bleeding wound. 

Midst keen reproach akid cruel scorn. 

Patient emd meek he stood ; 
His foes, ungrateful, sought his lifei — 

He labour'd for their good. 

To God he left his righteous cansie, 

And still his task ptirsn'd> 
While humble praye r and hoi]^ faith) 

His fainting strength renew 'd. 
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In the Tast boar of deep distress^ 
Before his father's throne, 

With soul resigned he bow'd and saUl 
"Thy will, Dotmine^ be done." 

Be Christ oar pUttem and our guide> 

His iinag^ may we bear>^ 
Ob> may we tread his sacred steps^ 

And his bright glories share ! 



'THE STAR OF BETHLEHEM. 

When marshalKd on the nightly plain^ 
The glitt'ring host bestud the sky. 

One star alone, o£ aU the train> 
Can fix the sinner's wand'ring eye. 

Hark! hark ! to God the chorus breaks^ 
From ev'ry host, from ev'ry gem j 

But one alone the Saviour speaks. 
It is the star of Bethlehem, 

Once on the ragiag seas I rode. 

The storm was loud> — the night was dark. 
The ocean yawn'd, — and rudely Wow'd 

The wind, that toes'd my foundMng bark. 

Deep horror then my vitals froze. 
Death-struck, I ceas'd the tide to stem f 

When suddenly a star arose, 
Hwa»the star of Eethlehemr 
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It was my guide^ my life, my all, 
It bade my dark forebodings cea«e> 

And through the storm and dangers' thrall 
It led me to the port of peace. 

Now safely moor'd — my perils o'er — 
I'll sing, first in night's diadem. 

For ever, and for evermoire, ' 
The ftiur, the star of Bethlehem. 



PRAISE TO GOD. 

From all tha^ dwell betow the skies, 
Let the Creator's praise arise ; 
Let the Redeemer's name be sung, 
Through every land, by every tongue. 
Eternal are thy mercies, Lord, 
Eternal truth attends thy word *, 
Thy praise shall seand from shore to shore, 
Till suns shall rise and set no more. 

Your lofty themes, yd mortals bring, 
In songs of praise divinely sing; 
The great salvation load proclaim. 
And shout for joy the Saviour's name : 
In every land begin the song ; 
To every land the strains belong ; 
In cheerful sounds all voices raise, 
Andlet the woild be filled with praise 
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GRATITUDE. 

When aU thy oMroiesy O my God, 

My risfDg 0O11I sanreyi j 
Transported by tbeTiew, I'm lost 

In wonder, love^ and praise. 

Ob, how shall words,- with eqoal warmtb> 

The gratitude declare 
That glows wtthin my ravished heart'; 

Bnt thou canst read it there. 

Thy ProTidehee my life sostain'd. 

And iUl my wants redresfy 
When in thesUent^omb I layy 

And hnng upon the breast. 

To an my weak complaints and cries. 

Thy mercy lent an ear. 
Ere yet my feeble thoughts had learnt 

To form, themselves in pray'r. 

Unnumbered comforts on my sOnlf 

Thy tender care bestow'd^ 
Before my Infant heart contdv'd 

From whom those comforts flow'd. 

When in the sfipp'ry paths of youth. 

With heedless steps I ran. 
Thine ami, uilseen, oonvey'd me iBafe> 

And led me up to m^n; 
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Throogh bidden daiigers> toilsy and death. 

It gently clear'd my way ; 
And through the pleasing snares of vice. 

More to be fear'd than they. 

When worn by sickness, oft has thou 
With health rcnew'd my face ; 

And when in sins and sorrows sunk, 
Reviv'd my soul with grace. 

Thy boanteoas hand with worldly bliss 

Has made my cnp run o'er. 
And in a kind and (aithful friend. 

Has doubled all my store. 

Ten thousand thousand precious gifts 

My daily thanks employ. 
Nor is the least a cheerful heart. 

That tastes those gifts with joy. 

Through av'ry period of my life 

Thy goodness I'll pursue. 
And after death in distant worlds. 

The glorious theme renew. 

When nature fails, and 4§y and night 

Divide thy wwks no more,* 
My ever grateful heart, O Lord ! 

Thy mercy shall adore. 

Through all eternity to thee 
A Joyful song^I'll raise; 
r2 
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Bat oh! eternity's too short 
To utter all thy praise. 



PRATER. 

Prater is the soars dneere desh^ 

Utter'd or onexpress'd. 
The motion of ahidden fire. 

That trembles in the breast. 

Prayer is the burden of a sigh. 

The falling of a tear. 
The upward glancing of an eye. 

When none but God is near. 

Prayer is the simplest form of speech. 

That infant lips can try ; 
Prayer, the subllmest strains that reach 

The majesty on high. 

Prayer is the Christian's vital breath. 

The Ghristian's native air. 
His watch-word in the hour of dei^^ 

He enters heaven with prayer. 

Prayer is the contrite sinner's voice. 

Returning from his ways, 
WhUe Angels in their songs r^<Mce 

And say, " behold ! he prays." 
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In prayer, oc eaTth, (he snints are one> 

In wonl, in deed, in mind. 
When with the Father and the Son, 

Sweet fellowship they find. 

Nor is pray *r made on earth alone, 

1 he Holy Spirit pleads. 
And Jesns, on th' eternal throne;, 

For sinners intercedes. 

O Thon ! by whom we come to God, 
The Life, the Trath, the Way ! 

The path of prayer thyself hast trod 
Lord, teach ns how to pray 



DANIEL PBAYSTO 60D. 

Thrice every day on bended knecf 

The mighty prophet feU, 
In prayer, O Lord, to plead with tliee> 

And all thy prai.se to tell. 

** Thine is the power, my God,** he crirti ; 

'< The rigrhteousncRS is thine; 
On ns, despair and shame aimle. 

Until thy mercies shine. 

Like sheep on yonder raoantain's brow. 

Thy people far astray. 
Hare ceased their shepherd's voice to know. 

And wander'd from his way. 
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Pleased with tbeir painted idoU^till, 

And heedless of thy love. 
They dare resist n father's wiil, 

K^or fear his corse to prore. 

But in that hoandless love, O Lord, 

Thy mercy yet display ; 
Ah ! breathe the spirit and the word. 

Ah ! teach ^em to obey. 

Wide is the breach by ruISan«trod, 

The g^aping wound is sore ; 
Then heal thy people, gracious God, 

Oh ! henl them, and restore !" 

He prayed— and thou did^t heijr his prayer | 

Returning mercy shone 
Upon the people of Ihy care. 

For they were still thine own. 

Then where the howling desert lay, 

A voice was heard to cry — 
Prepare, prepare the level way. 

For G od himself is nigh. 

In mighty love, in inatchle^ power, 

lie leadt; Uie nation cki ; 
Jerusalem doth bless the hour. 

Her victorj- is won. 

Israel i? taujjhl tliy peace to know, 
^»\veet ponce without alloy j 
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And streams of soft contrition flow, 
Mixed Hviih her tears ofjoy . 

Jehovah, thou who answerest prayer. 
And know'st the sinner's plea, 

'* Tis our's a heavier ehain to bear> — 
Then draw«s; Lord> to thee. 

Satan and sin with strength combine. 
To sink the prison'd soul ; 

Bnt, Lord I omnipotence is thine, 
Thoa all their xage cotitrol. 

Oh ! set the ^aptir« spirit free, 
Oh ! cleave the galling chain ; 

Thou art the source of liberty^ 
And be It thine to reign. 



ON WORSHIP. 

How pleasant, bow divinely fair, 
O Lord of Hosts thy dwellings are ! 
With long desire my spirit faints 
To meet th' 4i«seniblies of thy saints. 

My flesA would rest in thine abode. 
My pantingbeart cries out for God ; 
My God, my King, wIh^ should I be 
So far from all my joys and thee. 
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Bless'd are the men whose hearts are se( 
To find their way to Zion's gate ; 
God is their strength, and through the road. 
They lean upon thy help, O God. 

Cheerful they walk with growing strength. 
Till all shall meet in heaven at length f 
Till all before thy face appear. 
And join in nobler worship there. 



ON «ILBNT WORSHIP. 

Lbt deepest silence all arbund 

Its peaceful shelter spread. 
So shall that living word abound. 

The word that wakes the dead. 

How sweet to wait upon the Lord, 

In stillness and in pray V ! 
What though no preacher speak the word 

A minister is there, 

A minister of wond'rous skill 

True graces to impart j 
He teaches all the Father's will. 

And preaches to the heart. 

He dissipates the coward's fears. 
And bids the coldest g^ow ; 
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He speaks— and lo ! the softest tears 
Of deep contrition flow. 

He knows to bend the heart of steel. 
He bows the loftiest soul ; 

0*eT all we think and all we feel. 
How matchless his control! 

And ah! how precious is his love. 
In tenderest touches given ; 

It whispers of the bliss above. 
And stays the soul on heaven* 

From mind to mind in streams of joy* 
The holy influence spreads 4 

'Tis peace, 'tis praise, without alloy. 
For God that influence sheds. 

Dear Lord, to thee we still will pray, 
- And praise thee as before 5 
For this, thy glorious gospel day. 
Teach us te praise thee more* 



TfiE ETERNAL SABBATH. 

Thine earthly Sabbaths, Lord, we love* 
But there's a nobler rest above j 
To that our lab'ring souls aspire, 
With ardent pangs of strong desire. 
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K^more fAtigue, no more distress. 
Nor sui nor hell shall reach the place; 
No groans to mingle with the songs, 
Whkb warble from immortal tongues* 

No rode alarms of raging foes, 
No care to break the long repose ; 
No midnight shade, no clouded sun, 
But sacred, high, eternal noo^. 

Ob, long-expects day, begin. 
Dawn on these realms of woe and sin f 
Fain would we leave this weary road. 
And sleep in. clealhj to rest with God. 



PARENTAL CHASTIS^EMENT- 

•Tis my happing below, 

Not to live without the cross, 
But the Saviour's power to know. 

Sanctifying ev*ry loss :— 
Trials must, and will befal ; 

But with humblo faith to sec 
Love inscrib'd upon them all. 

This is happiness to me. 

God in Israel sows the seeds 

Of affliction, pain, and toil; 
These spring up and choke the weeds 

Which would else o'erspread the soil.< 
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.Trials make the promise sweet ; 

Trials give new life to pray 'r ; 
Trials bring me to his feet. 

Lay me low and keep nyc there. 

Did I meet no Irials here. 

No chastisement by the way j 
Idight I not, with reason, fear 

I shonld prove a cast- away ?' 
Some may perchance escape the rod, 

Snuk in earthly vain delight ^ 
But the true-bom child of God, 

Must not, f^oald not, if he might. 



;^00^1N6 OPWARDS IN A STOBM. 

Gon of my Mfe, to thee I call. 
Afflicted at thy feet I faU ; 
When the great water floods prevail, 
Leavt not my trembling heart tp fail. 

Friend of the friendless and the faint ! 
Wliere bhculd I lodge my deep complaint ? 
Where, but with thee, whose open door 
Invites the helpless and the poor ?^ ' 

Did ever monnier plead with thee. 
And Ihou rcfnse that monrner's plea ? 
Does not the word still fix'd remain. 
That none bhal! seek thy fate iii vain ? 
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That irere a giief I ronld not bear. 
Didst thou not hear and answer pray'r; 
Hut a pray V- hearing^, answering God 
Supports me under erery load. 

Fair is the lot that's cast for me ; 
1 have an advocate with thee ; 
They whom the world caresses most. 
Have no such privilege to boast. 

Poor though 1 am> despis'd, forgot, 
YetGod> niy God, forgets me not; 
And he Issafe, and must succeed. 
For whom the Lord vouchsafes to plead. 



I^BACB AFTER A STORM. 

Wren darkness long has veil'd my mind 
And smiling day once more appears f 

Then, my Redeemer, then I find 
The follies of my doubts and fears. 

Straight I upbraid my wand'rlng heart. 

And blush that I sbopld ever be 
Thus prone to act so base a part, 

Or harbour one hard thought of thee. 

Oh ! let me, then, at length be taught 
What I am still so slow to learn. 

That God is love, and changes not. 
Nor knows the shadow of a turn. 
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Sweet trutb, and easy to lepea! ; 

Bat whon my faith is sharply try'd, 
I find myself a learner yet, 

Unskilfoly weak, and apt to slide. 

Caty O my Lord, one look from the4i 
SuMues the disobedient will ; 

Drives doubt and discontent away. 
And thy rebellious worm is still. 

Thou art as ready to forgive. 

As I am ready to repine j 
Thou, therefore, all the praise receive, 

Be shame and self-abhorrence mine. 



, THE christian's PROSPECT. 

Happy the soul whose wishes climb 

To mansions in the skies ! 
He looks on all the joys of time 

With undesiring eyes. 

In vain soft pleasure spreads her chanhs. 
And throws her silken chain ; 

And wealth and fame invite his arms^ 
And tempt his ears in vain« 

He knows that all these glittering tUngi 

Must yield to sure decay ; 
And sees, on Time's extended wings 

How swift they fleet away ! 
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To tbiogs imse^D by mortal eyety 

A beam of sacred light 
Directs bis views, bis prospects rise^ 

All permanent and bright. 

His hopes stiU fix'd on joys to come> 
Those blissfol scenes on Iiigfa^ 

Shall floorish in immortal bloom^ 
When time and nature die. 

O were these heavenly proq;>ec(s mine^ 
These pleasores conld I prove ; 

Earth's fleeting views I woald resign. 
And raise my hopes above. 



C'^Ahirit; 



BSBOLD where, breathing love diviiie, 

Oar dying Master stands. 
His weeping followers, gathering round. 

Receive his last commands. 

From that mild Teacher's parting lips. 

What tender accents fell ! 
The gentle precept which he gave. 

Became its author wetl. 

« Blest is the man whose softening heari 

« Feels aU another's pain ; 
'* To whom the supplicating eye 

'< Was never raised in vain. 



by-Google 



167 

** Whose breast expands wifli gMi'rons warmtfa 

" A stranger's woes to feel, 
'* And bleeds in pity o'er the wound 

" He wants fcepow'r to heal. 

** He spreads bis kind supporting arms, 

« To ev'ry cbild of grief; 
** His secret bounty largely flows, 

*< And brings unask'd relief. 

" To gentle ofi5c6s 6f lore . 

<* His feet are never slow^ 5 
" He views through Mercy^s nielting eye 

*' A brother in a foe. 

^* Peace from the bosom of his God, 

" My peace to him I give ; 
** And, when be kheels before the throne 

** His trembling soul shall live. 

'* To him protection shall be shown, 

" And mercy from above 
*' Descends on those who thus fulfil 

" The perfect law of love. 



^ HUMILITY. 

lionD, do thou thy grace impart^ 
Poor in spirit, meek in heart. 
Let me like my Saviour be, 
Aooted in humility. 
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Fmm the time that thee I know. 
Nothings may I seek below ; 
Aim at nothing great or high. 
Lowly both in heart and eye. 

Simple, teachable and mikl^ 
Chang'd into a little child, 
Pleas'd with all the Lord provides > 
Wean'd from all the world besides* 

Saviour, fix my soul pn Thee» 
Ev^ry evil let me flee j 
Nothing seek beneath, above» 
Happy in thy boundless love. 

O that all may seek and find 
Ev'ry good in Jesus join'd 1 
Him let Israel still adore. 
Trust and praise him evermore. 



MEEKNESS, 

Happy the meek, whose gentle breast. 
Clear as the Summer's evening ray. 

Calm as the regions of the blest, 
Eixjoys on earth celestial day. 

His heart no broken friendships sting. 
No jars his peaceful tent invade j 

He rests beneath th' Almighty wing. 
Hostile to none, of none afraid. 
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Spirit of grace ! all meek and mild, 
Inspire our breasts, our souls possess ; 

Repel each passion rude and wild. 
And bless us as we aim to bless. 



FOR RESIGNATION. 

Thou power supreme, whose mighty scheme 

These woes of mine fulfil. 
Here firm I rest; they miesthe best. 

Because they are (Ay will. 

Then, all I want— 0, do thou grant 

This one request of mine ! 
Since to enjoy thou dost deny, 

Assist me to resign. 



SUBMISSION. 

O Lord, my best desire fulfil, 

And help me to resign 
Life, health, and comfort, to thy will. 

And make thy pleasure mine. 

Why should I shrink at thy command. 

Whose love forbids my fears I 
Or tremble at the gracious hand 

That wipes away my tears. 
L 
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No ; rather let me freely yield 

What most I prize to thee ; 
Who liever hast a good withheld. 

Or wilt withhold from me. 
Thy favour all my journey through. 

Thou art engaged to grant ; 
What else I want, or think 1 do, 

'Tis better still to want. 

Wisdom and mercy guide my way ; 

Shall I resist them both? 
A poor blind creature of a day. 

And crush'd before the moth. 
But ah 1 my inward spirit cries. 

Still bind me to thy sway j 
Else the next cloud that veils my skies, 

Drives all tfiese thoughts away. 



V£kSE» FOR THE MORNING. 

Arise, my soul, with joy arise. 
In trembling rapture to adore 

The awful Sovereign of the skies, 
Whdsnnercy grants me one day, more* 

Oh, may this day, Indulgent Power, 
Nor idly spent, nor useless be ; 

But may each swiftly-flying hour 
Draw me, in nearer love, to thee. 
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And will the Eternal Power divine, 

Whoso throne is light's unbounded blaze. 

While countless worlds and angels join 
To swell tho varying song of praise. 

Oh, will he lend th« listening ear. 
When abject mortals feebly pray ? 

The feeblest pray'r he stoops to hear, 
.Nor casta the meanest wretch away. 

Then, let me serve tliee all my days. 
Whilst love and zeal with years increase j 

For pleasant, Lord, are ail thy ways ; 
Jfehovah i all thy paths are pciicc. 



VERSES FOU TLTE EVKNIN'G. 

Soft season of repope, 

Thy sable curtains spread ; 
Come, downy sleep, and stretch thy wings 

Around my w^eary head. 

But ah I the lawless range 

With which my thoughts have stray'd j 
Tlirough mazy paths of sense and sin, 

From nwrn to evening's shade. 
Ah ! born to nobler ends. 

My soul no more pursue 
These fleeting vnnidts oi life, 

ijijt bid the world adieu. 

I.? 
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Thy pity, gracious God, 

Tby pardon I implore j 
Ob, heal these follies of my mind. 

And aid me with thy pow'r. 
Be thou my friendly guard. 

While slumbVing on my bed ; 
And with tby sacred teachings fill 

The visions of my head. 
Dev oted to thy fear. 

Thy service and thy praise j 
Wy God, I would be wholly thine. 

The remnant of my days. 



VERSES FOR THB NEW YEAR. 

While, with ceaseless course, the sun 

Hasted through the former year. 
Many souls their race have run. 

Never niore to meet us here : — 
Fix'd in an eternal s»ate. 

They have done with all below / 
We a little longer wait. 

But how little, none can know. 

As the winged arrow flies. 

Speedily the mark to find. 
As the lightning from the skies 

Darts, and leaves no trace behind j 
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Swiftly thus our fleeting days 
Bear us down life's rt^pid stream ; 

Upwards, Lord, our spirits raise, 
All below i« but a dream. 

Thanks for mercies past receive ; 

Pardon of our sins renew ; 
Teach us, henceforth, how to livC;, 

With eternity in view : 
Bless thy word to young and old. 

Fill us with a Saviour's love ; 
And when life's short tale is told. 

May we dwell with thee above. 



1 ON THE HOLY SCRIPTURES, 

!The Spirit breathes upon the word. 
And bring^s the truth to sijtht ,• 
Precepts and promises afford 
j A sanc;ifylng light, 

A glory gilds the sacred page, 
I Majestic like the sun ; 

I It gives a light to every age, — 
It gives but borrows none. 

The hand that gave thee, st II supplies 
The gracious light and heat, 

Ilis truths upon the nations rise, 
, They rise, but never set. 

I L 3 
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Let everlasting thanks be thine^ 
For such a bright display. 

As makes a world of darkness shine. 
With beams of heavenly day. 

My soul rejoices to pursue 

Tlie steps of him I love, 
Till glory breaks upon my view, 

lu brighter worlds Above. 



ON THE DEATH OF A CHftD. 

Life is a span, a fleeting hour ; 

How soon the vapour flies ! 
Man is a tender transient flower, 

That e'en in blooming dies. 

Death spreads like winter's frozen arms. 
And beauty smiles no more ; 

Ah ! where are now those rising charms, 
Which pleased our eyes before. 

The once lov'd form now cold and dead. 

Each mournful thought employs j 
And nature weeps her comforts fled. 

And withered all her joys. 
But wait the interposing gloom. 

Behold ! stem winter flies j 
And drest in beauty's fairest bloom> 

The flowery tribes arise. 
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Hope looks beyond the bounds of time ; 

When what we now deplore, 
Shall rise in full immortal prime, 

And bloom to fade no more. 

Cease then, fond nature, cease thy tears, 

Religion points on high ; 
There everlasting spring appears. 

And joys that cannot die. 



LET ME GO, FOR THE DAY BREAKETU. 

Cease here longer to detain me. 
Fondest mother, drown'dln woe. 

Now thy kind caresses pain me. 
Morn advances — let me go. 

See yon orient streak appearing. 

Harbinger of endless day. 
Hark! ai voice the darkness cheering, 

Calls my new-born soul away. 

Lately launched, a trembling stranger^ 
On the world's wild boisterous flood, 

Pierc'd, with sorrows, toss'd with danger. 
Gladly I return to God. 

Now my cries shall cease to grieve thee> 
Now my trembling heart find rest j 

Kinder arms than thine receive me, 
Softer pillow than thy breast. 
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Weep not o'er tliesc eyes that Ian«:iiish, 

Upward turning: tow-ards their home; 
Kaptur'd fhey"II forget all angiiiBi), 

While they wait to see thee corae. 
There, my mother^ pleasures centre — 

Weepingf, parting:, care or wo, 
Ne'er our Father's bouse shall enter- ■ 

Morn advances, let me go — 

As, through this calm, holy dawning, 
JSilent glides my parting breath 

To an everlasting morning, — 

Gently close my eyes in death. ^^^^ 

Blessings endless, richest blessings, 
Pour their streams upon my heart I 

(Though no language yet possessing) 
Breathes my spirit e'er we part. 

Yet to leave thee sorrowing rends me, 
Though again his voice I hear; 

Rise ! may every grace attend thee 
Rise! and seek to meet me there. 



JE SOUL THAT LOVES GOD, FINDS Ull^ 
EVERY WHERE. 

THOU ! by long experience tried, 

, Near whom no grief can long abide ; 
Dear Lord, bow full of sweet content 

1 pass my years of banishment ! 
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! To souls impress'd with sacred love ; 

Where'er they dwell, they dwell in thee. 
In heaven, on earth, or on the sea. 

To me remains nor place, nor time, 
■My country is in ev'ry clime j 
I 1 can be calm and free from care 

On any shore, since God is there. 

I While place we seek, or place we shun. 

The soul *' .ds happiness in none, 

I But with a God to guide our way, 

' Tis equal joy to go or stay. 

Could I be cast where thou art not. 
That were indeed a dreadful lot J 
Bui reg^ions none remote I call, 
Secure of finding God in all. 

My country, Lord, art thou alone, 
Nor other cian I claim or own ; 
The point where all my wishes meet, ^ 
My laiv, in^love, life's only sweet. 

Ah ! then I to his embrace repair. 
My soul, thou art no stranger there ; 
There love divine shall be thy guard. 
And peace and safety thy reward. 
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THE LAST JUDGMENT. 
Thit day of wrath, that dreadfol day 
When heaven and earth shall pass away^^ 
Wlmt power shall be the sinner's stay ? 
How shall be meet that dreadful d<ay ? 

When siiri veiling-, like a parched scroll. 
The flaming heaven's together roll j 
When louder yet, and yet more dread. 
Swells the high trump that wakes the dead. 
Oh ! o« that day, that wrathful day, 
W^henman to judgment wakes from clay. 
Be THOV the trembling sinner's stay. 
Though heaven and earth shall pass awav. 



MitKB ME AS A CHILD, 

Quiet, Lord, my froward heart; 

Make me teachable and mild, 
Uj)rig!it, simple, free from art ; 

Make me as a weaned child ; — 
From dishrust and envy free, 
Pleas'd with all that pleases thee. 
What thou Shalt to-day provide, 

Let me as .a child receive ; 
W hat to-morrow may beflde, 

Calmly to thy wi«c!om leave.; 
* Ti« enough that thou wilt care ; 
Why should I ihe burden I;ear? 
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As a little child relies 

On a care be^^^md his own 
Knows he's neither stron&f nor wise ; 

Pears to stir a step alone : 
Let me thus with thee abide. 
As my father, guard and guide. 

Thus preserv'd from Satan's wiles, 
Safe from dangers, free from fears. 

May I live upon thy smiles. 
Till the promised hour appears. 

When the sons of God shall prove 

All their Father's boundless love. 



tHE WORLD ^Ot OUR CONSTANT DWELLING. 

*' We've no abiding city here ;** 
This may distress the worldlings mind ; 

But should not cost the saint a tear. 
Who hopes a better rest to find. 

" WeVe no abiding city here ;" 
Sad truth were this to be our home ; 

But, let the thought our spirits cheer, 
" We seek a city yet to come." 

u We've no abiding city here;" 

Then let us live as pilgrims do ; 
Let not the world our rest appear. 

But let us haste from all below. 
l2 
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4t We're oo abiding city here j*^ 

We seek a city out of sight ; 
Zion its name ; the Lord is there^ 

It shines with everlasting light. 

Oh ! sweet abode of peace and love, 
Where pilgrims freed from toil are bless 'd ! 

Had I the pinions of the dove, 
I'd flee to thee, and be at rest. 

But hush, my soul, nor dare repine 1 
^ The time my God appoints is best. 
While here, to do his will be mine. 
And Ms to fix my tipe of rest. 
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